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CHAPTER  I 

IT  seems  inexcusable  to  remind  the  public  that  one 
has  written  a  book.  Poppa  says  I  ought  not  to 
feel  that  way  about  it — that  he  might  just  as  well 
be  shy  about  referring  to  the  baking  soda  that  he 
himself  invented — but  I  do,  and  it  is  with  every 
apology  that  I  mention  it.  I  once  had  such  a 
good  time  in  England  that  I  printed  my  experi¬ 
ences,  and  at  the  very  end  of  the  volume  it  seemed 
necessary  to  admit  that  I  was  engaged  to  Mr  Arthur 
Greenleaf  Page,  of  Yale  College,  Columbia.  I  re¬ 
member  thinking  this  was  indiscreet  at  the  time, 
but  I  felt  compelled  to  bow  to  the  requirements 
of  fiction.  I  was  my  own  heroine,  and  I  had  to 
be  disposed  of.  There  seemed  to  be  no  alternative. 
I  did  not  wish  to  marry  Mr  Mafferton,  even  for 
literary  purposes,  and  Peter  Corke’s  suggestion,  that 
I  should  cast  myself  overboard  in  mid-ocean  at  the 
mere  idea  of  living  anywhere  out  of  England  for  the 
future,  was  autobiographically  impossible  even  if  I 
had  felt  so  inclined.  So  I  committed  the  indiscretion. 
In  order  that  the  world  might  be  assured  that  my 
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heroine  married  and  lived  happily  ever  afterwards,  I 
took  it  prematurely  into  my  confidence  regarding 
my  intention.  The  thing  that  occurred,  as  naturally 
and  inevitably  as  the  rain  if  you  leave  your  umbrella 
at  home,  was  that' within  a  fortnight  after  my  return 
to  Chicago  my  engagement  to  Mr  Page  terminated  ; 
and  the  even  more  painful  consequence  is  that  I  feel 
obliged  on  that  account  to  refer  to  it  again. 

Even  an  American  man  has  his  lapses  into  un¬ 
reasonableness.  Arthur  especially  encouraged  the 
idea  of  my  going  to  England  on  the  ground  that 
it  would  be  so  formative.  He  said  that  to  gaze 
upon  the  headsman’s  block  in  the  Tower  was  in 
itself  a  liberal  education.  As  we  sat  together  in 
the  drawing-room — momma  and  poppa  always  pre¬ 
ferred  the  sitting-room  when  Arthur  was  there — he 
used  to  gild  all  our  future  with  the  culture  which  I 
should  acquire  by  actual  contact  with  the  hoary 
traditions  of  Great  Britain.  Pie  advised  me  earnestly 
to  disembark  at  Liverpool  in  a  receptive  and  apprecia¬ 
tive,  rather  than  a  critical  and  antagonistic,  state  of 
mind,  to  endeavour  to  assimilate  all  that  was  worth 
assimilating  over  there,  remembering  that  this  might 
give  me  as  much  as  I  wanted  to  do  in  the  time.  I 
remember  he  expressed  himself  rather  finely  about 
the  only  proper  attitude  for  Americans  visiting 
England  being  that  of  magnanimity,  and  about  the 
claims  of  kinship,  only  once  removed,  to  our  for¬ 
bearance  and  affection.  He  put  me  on  my  guard, 
so  to  speak,  about  only  one  thing,  and  that  was 
spelling.  American  spelling,  he  said,  had  become 
national,  and  attachment  to  it  ranked  next  to 
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patriotism.  Such  words  as  “  color,”  “  program,” 
“  center,”  had  obsolete  English  forms  which  I  could 
only  acquire  at  the  sacrifice  of  my  independence, 
and  the  surrender  of  my  birthright  to  make  such 
improvements  upon  the  common  language  as  I 
thought  desirable.  And  I  know  that  I  was  at  some 
inconvenience  to  mention  “  color,”  “  program,”  and 
“  center,”  in  several  of  my  letters  just  to  assure  Mr 
Page  that  my  orthography  was  not  in  the  least  likely 
to  be  undermined. 

Indeed,  I  took  his  advice  at  every  point.  I  hope 
I  do  not  presume  in  asking  you  to  remember  that  I 
did.  I  know  I  was  receptive,  even  to  penny  buns, 
and  sometimes  simply  wild  with  appreciation.  I 
found  it  as  easy  as  possible  to  subdue  the  critical 
spirit,  even  in  connection  with  things  which  I  should 
never  care  to  approve  of.  I  shook  hands  with  Lord 
Mafferton  without  the  slightest  personal  indignation 
with  him  for  being  a  peer,  and  remember  thinking 
that  if  he  had  been  a  duke  I  should  have  had  just 
the  same  charity  for  him.  Indeed,  I  was  sorry,  and 
am  still  sorry,  that  during  the  four  months  I  spent  in 
England  I  didn’t  meet  a  single  duke.  This  is  less 
surprising  than  it  looks,  as  they  are  known  to  be 
very  scarce,  and  at  least  a  quarter  of  a  million 
Americans  visit  Great  Britain  every  year ;  but  I 
should  like  to  have  known  one  or  two.  As  it  was, 
four  or  five  knights — knights  are  very  thick — one 
baronet,  Lord  Mafferton,  one  marquis  —  but  we 
had  no  conversation — one  colonel  of  militia,  one 
Lord  Mayor,  and  a  Horse  Guard,  rank  unknown, 
comprise  my  acquaintance  with  the  aristocracy. 
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A  duke  or  so  would  have  completed  the  set. 
And  the  magnanimity  which  I  would  so  willingly 
have  stretched  to  include  a  duke  spread  itself  over 
other  British  institutions  as  amply  as  Arthur  could 
have  wished.  When  I  saw  things  in  Hyde  Park 
on  Sunday  that  I  was  compelled  to  find  excuses 
for,  I  thought  of  the  tyrant’s  iron  heel ;  and  when 
I  was  obliged  to  overlook  the  superiorities  of 
the  titled  great,  I  reflected  upon  the  difficulty  of 
walking  in  iron  heels  without  inconveniencing  a 
prostrate  population.  I  should  defy  anybody  to 
be  more  magnanimous  than  I  was. 

As  to  the  claims  of  kinship,  only  once  removed, 
to  our  forbearance  and  affection,  I  never  so  much  as 
sat  out  a  dance  on  a  staircase  with  Oddie  Pratte 
without  recognising  them. 

It  seems  almost  incredible  that  Arthur  could  not 
have  been  gratified,  but  the  fact  remains  that  he 
was  not.  Anyone  could  see,  after  the  first  half 
hour,  that  he  was  not.  During  the  first  half  hour 
it  is,  of  course,  impossible  to  notice  anything.  We 
had  sunk  to  the  level  of  generalities  when  I 
happened  to  mention  Oddie. 

“  He  had  darker  hair  than  you  have,  dear,”  I  said, 
“and  his  eyes  were  blue.  Not  sky  blue,  or  china 
blue,  but  a  kind  of  sea  blue  on  a  cloudy  day.  He 
had  rather  good  eyes,”  I  added  reminiscently. 

“  Had  he  ?  ”  said  Arthur. 

“  But  your  noses,”  I  went  on  reassuringly,  “  were 
not  to  be  compared  with  each  other.” 

“  Oh  !  ”  said  Arthur. 

“  He  was  so  impulsive  !  ”  I  couldn’t  help  smiling 
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a  little  at  the  recollection.  “  But  for  that  matter 
they  all  were.” 

“  Impulsive  ?  ”  asked  Arthur. 

“Yes.  Ridiculously  so.  They  thought  as  little 
of  proposing  as  of  asking  one  to  dance.” 

“  Ah  !  ”  said  Arthur, 

“  Of  course,  I  never  accepted  any  of  them,  even 
for  a  moment.  But  they  had  such  a  way  of  taking 
things  for  granted.  Why  one  man  actually  thought 
I  was  engaged  to  him  !  ” 

“  Really  !  ”  said  Arthur.  “  May  I  inquire - ” 

“  No,  dear,”  I  replied,  “  I  think  not.  I  couldn’t 
tell  anybody  about  it — for  his  sake.  It  was  all  a 
silly  mistake.  Some  of  them,”  I  added  thoughtfully, 
“  were  very  stupid.” 

“  Judging  from  the  specimens  that  find  their  way 
over  here,”  Arthur  remarked,  “  I  should  say  there 
was  plenty  of  room  in  their  heads  for  their  brains.” 

Arthur  was  sitting  on  the  other  side  of  the  fire¬ 
place,  and  by  this  time  his  expression  was  aggressive. 
I  thought  his  remark  unnecessarily  caustic,  but  I  did 
not  challenge  it. 

“  Some  of  them  were  stupid,”  I  repeated,  “  but 
they  were  nearly  all  nice.”  And  I  went  on  to  say 
that  what  Chicago  people  as  a  whole  thought  about 
it  I  didn’t  know  and  I  didn’t  care,  but  so  far  as  my 
experience  went  the  English  were  the  loveliest  nation 
in  the  world. 

“  A  nation  like  a  box  of  strawberries,”  Mr  Page 
suggested,  “  all  the  big  ones  on  top,  all  the  little 
ones  at  the  bottom.” 

“  That  doesn’t  matter  to  us,”  I  replied  cheerfully, 
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“  we  never  get  any  further  than  the  top.  And 
you’ll  admit  there’s  a  great  tendency  for  little  ones 
to  shake  down.  It’s  only  a  question  of  time. 
They’ve  had  so  much  time  in  England.  You  see 
the  effects  of  it  everywhere.” 

“  Not  at  all.  By  no  means.  Our  little  straw¬ 
berries  rise,”  he  declared. 

“  Do  they  ?  Dear  me,  so  they  do  !  I  suppose 
the  American  law  of  gravity  is  different.  In 
England  they  would  certainly  smile  at  that.” 

Arthur  said  nothing,  but  his  whole  bearing 
expressed  a  contempt  for  puns. 

“  Of  course,”  I  said,  “  I  mean  the  loveliest  nation 
after  Americans.” 

I  thought  he  might  have  taken  that  for  granted. 
Instead,  he  looked  incredulous  and  smiled,  in  an 
observing,  superior  way. 

“Why  do  you  say  ‘  ahfter  ’  ?  ”  he  asked.  His 
tone  was  sweetly  acidulated. 

“  Why  do  you  say  ‘  affter  ’  ?  ”  I  replied  simply. 

“  Because,”  he  answered  with  quite  unnecessary 
emphasis,  “  in  the  part  of  the  world  I  come  from 
everybody  says  it.  Because  my  mother  has  brought 
me  up  to  say  it.” 

“  Oh,”  I  said,  looking  at  the  lamp,  “  they  say  it 
like  that  in  other  parts  of  the  world  too.  In  York¬ 
shire — and  such  places.  As  far  as  mothers  go,  I 
must  tell  you  that  momma  approves  of  my  pro¬ 
nunciation.  She  likes  it  better  than  anything  else 
I  have  brought  back  with  me — even  my  tailor-mades 
— and  thinks  it  wonderful  that  I  should  have  acquired 
it  in  the  time.” 
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“  Don’t  you  think  you  could  remember  a  little  of 
your  good  old  American  ?  Doesn’t  it  seem  to  come 
back  to  you  ?  ” 

All  the  Wicks  hate  sarcasm,  especially  from 
those  they  love,  and  I  certainly  had  not  outgrown 
my  fondness  for  Mr  Page  at  this  time. 

“  It  all  came  back  to  me,  my  dear  Arthur,”  I  said, 
“  the  moment  you  opened  your  lips  !  ” 

At  that  not  only  Mr  Page’s  features  and  his  shirt 
front,  but  his  whole  personality  seemed  to  stiffen. 
He  sat  up  and  made  an  outward  movement  on  the 
seat  of  his  chair  which  signified,  “  My  hat  and  over¬ 
coat  are  in  the  hall,  and  if  you  do  not  at  once 
retract - ” 

“  Rather  than  allow  anything  to  issue  from  them 
which  would  imply  that  I  was  not  an  American  I 
would  keep  them  closed  for  ever,”  he  said. 

“You  needn’t  worry  about  that,”  I  observed. 
“  Nothing  ever  will.  But  I  don’t  know  why  we 
should  glory  in  talking  through  our  noses.”  In¬ 
voluntarily  I  played  with  my  engagement  ring, 
slipping  it  up  and  down,  as  I  spoke. 

Arthur  rose  with  an  expression  of  tolerant  amuse¬ 
ment — entirely  forced — and  stood  by  the  fireplace. 
He  stood  beside  it,  with  his  elbow  on  the  mantel¬ 
piece,  not  in  front  of  it  with  his  legs  apart,  and  I 
thought  with  a  pang  how  much  more  graceful  the 
American  attitude  was. 

“  Have  you  come  back  to  tell  us  that  we  talk 
through  our  noses  ?  ”  he  asked. 

“  I  don’t  like  being  called  an  Anglomaniac,”  I 
replied,  dropping  my  ring  from  one  finger  to 
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another.  Fortunately  I  was  sitting  in  a  rocking 
chair — the  only  one  I  had  not  been  able  to  per¬ 
suade  momma  to  have  taken  out  of  the  drawing¬ 
room.  The  rock-  was  a  considerable  relief  to  my 
nerves. 

“  I  knew  that  the  cockneys  on  the  other  side  were 
fond  of  inventing  fictions  about  what  they  are  pleased 
to  call  the  ‘  American  accent/  ”  continued  Mr  Page, 
with  a  scorn  which  I  felt  in  the  very  heels  of  my 
shoes,  “  but  I  confess  I  thought  you  too  patriotic  to 
be  taken  in  by  them.” 

“Taken  in  by  them”  was  hard  to  bear,  but  I 
thought  if  I  said  nothing  at  this  point  we  might 
still  have  a  peaceful  evening.  So  I  kept  silence. 

“  Of  course,  I  speak  as  a  mere  product  of  the 
American  Constitution  —  a  common  unit  of  the 
democracy,”  he  went  on,  his  sentences  gathering 
wrath  as  he  rolled  them  out,  “  but  if  there  were 
such  a  thing  as  an  American  accent,  I  think  I’ve 
lived  long  enough,  and  patrolled  this  little  Union 
of  ours  extensively  enough,  to  hear  it  by  this  time. 
But  it  appears  to  be  necessary  to  reside  four  months 
in  England,  mixing  freely  with  earls  and  countesses, 
to  detect  it.” 

“  Perhaps  it  is,”  I  said,  and  I  may  have  smiled. 

“  I  should  hate  to  pay  the  price.” 

Mr  Page’s  tone  distinctly  expressed  that  the 
society  of  earls  and  countesses  would  be,  to  him, 
contaminating. 

Again  I  made  no  reply.  I  wanted  the  American 
accent  to  drop  out  of  the  conversation,  if  possible, 
but  Fate  had  willed  it  otherwise. 
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“  I  sai,  y’know,  awfly  hard  luck,  you’re  havin’  to 
settle  down  amongst  these  barbarians  again,  bai 
Jove !  ” 

I  am  not  quite  sure  that  it’s  a  proper  term  for 
use  in  a  book,  but  by  this  time  I  was  mad. 
There  was  criticism  in  my  voice,  and  a  distinct 
chill  as  I  said  composedly,  “You  don’t  do  it  very 
well.” 

I  did  not  look  at  him,  I  looked  at  the  lamp,  but 
there  was  that  in  the  air  which  convinced  me  that 
we  had  arrived  at  a  crisis. 

“  I  suppose  not.  I’m  not  a  marquis,  nor  the  end 
man  at  a  minstrel  show.  I’m  only  an  American, 
like  sixty  million  other  Americans,  and  the  language 
of  Abraham  Lincoln  is  good  enough  for  me.  But 
I  suppose  I,  like  the  other  sixty  million,  emit  it 
through  my  nose  !  ” 

“  I  should  be  sorry  to  contradict  you,”  I  said. 

Arthur  folded  his  arms  and  gathered  himself  up 
until  he  appeared  to  taper  from  his  stem  like  a 
florist’s  bouquet,  and  all  the  upper  part  of  him 
was  pink  and  trembling  with  emotion.  Arthur 
may  one  day  attain  corpulence  ;  he  is  already 
well  rounded. 

“  I  need  hardly  say,”  he  said  majestically,  “  that 
when  I  did  myself  the  honour  of  proposing,  I  was 
under  the  impression  that  I  had  a  suitable  larynx  to 
offer  you.” 

“  You  see  I  didn’t  know,”  I  murmured,  and  by 
accident  I  dropped  my  engagement  ring,  which 
rolled  upon  the  carpet  at  his  feet.  He  stooped  and 
picked  it  up. 
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“  Shall  I  take  this  with  me  ?  ”  he  asked,  and  I 
said  “  By  all  means.” 

That  was  all. 

I  gave  ten  minutes  to  reflection  and  to  the  possi¬ 
bility  of  Arthur’s  coming  back  and  pleading,  on  his 
knees,  to  be  allowed  to  restore  that  defective  larynx. 
Then  I  went  straight  upstairs  to  the  telephone  and 
rang  up  the  Central  office.  When  they  replied 
“  Hello"  I  said,  in  the  moderate  and  concentrated 
tone  which  we  all  use  through  telephones,  “  Can  you 
give  me  New  York?” 

Poppa  was  in  New  York,  and  in  an  emergency 
poppa  and  I  always  turn  to  one  another.  There 
was  a  delay,  during  which  I  listened  attentively, 
with  one  eye  closed — I  believe  it  is  the  sign  of  an 
unbalanced  intellect  to  shut  one  eye  when  you  use 
the  telephone,  but  I  needn’t  go  into  that — and 
presently  I  got  New  York.  In  a  few  minutes  more 
I  was  accommodated  with  the  Fifth  Avenue  Hotel. 

“  Mr  T.  P.  Wick,  of  Chicago,”  I  demanded. 

“  Is  his  room  number  Sixty-two  ?  ” 

That  is  the  kind  of  mind  which  you  usually  find 
attached  to  the  New  York  end  of  a  trans- American 
telephone.  But  one  does  not  bandy  words  across  a 
thousand  miles  of  country  with  a  hotel  clerk,  so  I 
merely  responded  : 

“  Very  probably.” 

There  was  a  pause,  and  then  the  still  small  voice 
came  again. 

“  Mr  Wick  is  in  bed  at  present.  Anything  im¬ 
portant  ?  ” 

I  reflected  that  while  I  in  Chicago  was  speaking 
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to  the  hotel  clerk  at  half-past  nine  o’clock,  the  hotel 
clerk  in  New  York  was  speaking  to  me  at  eleven. 
This  in  itself  was  enough  to  make  our  conversation 
disjointed. 

“  Yes,”  I  responded,  “  it  is  important.  Ask  Mr 
Wick  to  get  out  of  bed.” 

Sufficient  time  elapsed  to  enable  poppa  to  put  on 
his  clothes  and  come  down  by  the  elevator,  and  then 
I  heard  : 

“  Mr  Wick  is  now  speaking .” 

“Yes,  poppa,”  I  replied,  “  I  guess  you  are.  Your 
old  American  accent  comes  singing  across  in  a  way 
that  no  member  of  your  family  would  ever  mistake. 
But  you  needn’t  be  stiff  about  it.  Sorry  to  disturb 
you.” 

Poppa  and  I  were  often  personal  in  our  inter¬ 
course.  I  had  not  the  slightest  hesitation  in 
mentioning  his  American  accent. 

“  Hello ,  Mamie  l  Don't  mention  it.  What's  up  ? 
House  07i  fire  ?  Water  pipes  burst  ?  Sti'ike  in  the 
kitchen  ?  Sound  the  alarni — send  for  the  plumber — 
raise  Gladys's  wages  and  sack  Ma7guerite .” 

“  My  engagement  to  Mr  Page  is  broken.  Do 
you  get  me  ?  What  do  you  suggest  ?  ” 

I  heard  a  whistle,  which  I  cannot  express  in 
italics,  and  then,  confidentially  : 

“  You  don't  say  so  !  Bad  bi'eak  ?  " 

“  Very,”  I  responded  firmly. 

“  Any  details  of  the  disaster  available?  What?" 

“  Not  at  present,”  I  replied,  for  it  would  have 
been  difficult  to  send  them  by  telephone. 

I  could  hear  poppa  considering  the  matter  at  the 
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other  end.  He  coughed  once  or  twice  and  made 
some  indistinct  inquiries  of  the  hotel  clerk.  Then 
he  called  my  attention  again. 

“Hello  l”  he  said.  “On  to  me?  All  right. 
Go  abroad.  Always  done.  Paris,  Venice ,  Florence , 
Rome ,  and  the  other  places.  Pll  stand  in.  Germanic 
sails  Wednesdays.  Start  by  night  train  to-morrow. 
Bring  momma.  We  can  get  Germanic  in  good  shape 
and  ten  minutes  to  spare.  Right  ?  ” 

“  Right,”  I  responded,  and  hung  up  the  handle. 
I  did  not  wish  to  keep  poppa  out  of  bed  any  longer 
than  was  necessary,  he  was  already  up  so  much 
later  than  I  was.  I  turned  away  from  the  instru¬ 
ment  to  go  down-stairs  again,  and  there,  immediately 
behind  me,  stood  momma. 

“  Well,  really  !  ”  I  exclaimed.  It  did  not  occur 
to  me  that  the  privacy  of  telephonic  communication 
between  Chicago  and  New  York  was  not  inviolable. 
Besides,  there  are  moments  when  one  feels  a  little 
annoyed  with  one’s  momma  for  having  so  lightly 
undertaken  one’s  existence.  This  was  one  of  them. 
But  I  decided  not  to  express  it. 

“  I  was  only  going  to  say,”  I  remarked,  “that  if  I 
had  shrieked  it  would  have  been  your  fault.” 

“  I  knew  everything,”  said  momma,  “  the  minute  I 
heard  him  shut  the  gate.  I  came  up  immediately, 
and  all  this  time,  dear,  you’ve  been  confiding  in  us 
both.  My  dear  daughter.” 

Momma  carries  about  with  her  a  well-spring  of 
sentiment,  which  she  did  not  bequeath  to  me.  In 
that  respect  I  take  almost  entirely  after  my  other 
parent. 
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“Very  well,”  I  said,  “then  I  won’t  have  to  do  it 
again.” 

Her  look  of  disappointment  compelled  me  to 
speak  with  decision.  “  I  know  what  you  would  like 
at  this  juncture,  momma.  You’d  like  me  to  get 
down  on  the  floor  and  put  my  head  in  your  lap  and 
weep  all  over  your  new  brocade.  That’s  what  you’d 
really  enjoy.  But,  under  circumstances  like  these,  I 
never  do  things  like  that.  Now  the  question  is,  can 
you  get  ready  to  start  for  Europe  to-morrow  night, 
or  have  you  a  headache  coming  on  ?  ” 

Momma  said  that  she  expected  Mrs  Judge 
Simmons  to  tea  to-morrow  afternoon,  that  she 
hadn’t  been  thinking  of  it,  and  that  she  was  out  of 
nerve  tincture.  At  least,  these  were  her  principal 
objections.  I  said,  on  mature  consideration,  I  didn’t 
see  why  Mrs  Simmons  shouldn’t  come  to  tea,  that 
there  were  twenty-four  hours  for  all  necessary 
thinking,  and  that  a  gallon  of  nerve  tincture,  if 
required,  could  be  at  her  disposal  in  ten  minutes. 

“  Being  Protestants,”  I  added,  “  I  suppose  a 
convent  wouldn’t  be  of  any  use  to  us — what  do  you 
think  ?  ” 

Momma  thought  she  could  go. 

There  was  no  need  for  hurry,  and  I  attended  to 
only  one  other  matter  before  I  went  to  bed.  That 
was  a  communication  to  the  Herald ,  which  I  sent 
off  in  plenty  of  time  to  appear  in  the  morning.  It 
was  addressed  to  the  Society  Editor,  and  ran  as 
follows  : 

“  The  marriage  arranged  between  Professor  Arthur 
Greenleaf  Page,  of  Yale  University,  and  Miss  Mamie 


i4  A  VOYAGE  OF  CONSOLATION 


Wick,  of  1453,  Lakeside-avenue,  Chicago,  will  not 
take  place.  Mr  and  Mrs  Wick,  and  Miss  Wick, 
sail  for  Europe  on  Wednesday  by  s.s.  Germanic  ” 

I  reflected,  as  I  closed  my  eyes,  that  Arthur  was 
a  regular  reader  of  the  Herald. 


CHAPTER  II 


WE  met  poppa  on  the  Germanic  gangway,  his 
hat  on  the  back  of  his  head  and  one  finger 
in  each  of  his  waistcoat  pockets,  an  attitude  which, 
with  him,  always  betokens  concern.  The  vessel  was 
at  that  stage  of  departure  when  the  people  who  have 
been  turned  off  are  feeling  injured  that  it  should 
have  been  done  so  soon,  and  apparently  only  the 
weight  of  poppa’s  personality  on  its  New  York  end 
kept  the  gangway  out.  As  we  drove  up  he  appeared 
to  lift  his  little  finger  and  three  dishevelled  navi¬ 
gators  darted  upon  the  cab.  They  and  we  and 
our  trunks  swept  up  the  gangway  together,  which 
immediately  closed  behind  us,  under  the  direction 
of  an  extremely  irritated  looking  Chief  Officer. 
We  reunited  as  a  family  as  well  as  we  could  in 
connection  with  uncoiled  ropes  and  ship  discipline. 
Then  poppa,  with  his  watch  in  his  hand,  exclaimed 
reproachfully,  well  in  hearing  of  the  Chief  Officer, 
“  I  gave  you  ten  minutes  and  you  had  ten  minutes. 
You  stopped  at  Huyler’s  for  candy,  I’ll  lay  my  last 
depreciated  dollar  on  it.” 

My  other  parent  looked  guiltily  at  some  oblong 
boxes  tied  up  in  white  paper  with  narrow  red  ribbon, 
which,  innocently  enough  I  consider,  enhance  the 
value  of  life  to  us  both.  But  she  ignored  the  charge 
— momma  hates  arguments. 
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“  Dear  me !  ”  she  said,  as  the  space  widened 
between  us  and  the  docks.  “  So  we  are  all  going 
to  Europe  together  this  morning  !  I  can  hardly 
realise  it.  Farewell  America !  How  interesting 
life  is.” 

“Yes,”  replied  poppa.  “And  now  I  guess  I’d 
better  show  you  your  cabins  before  it  gets  any  more 
interesting.” 

We  had  a  calm  evening,  though  nothing  would 
induce  momma  to  think  so,  and  at  ten  o’clock 
Senator  J.  P.  Wick  and  I  were  still  pacing  the 
deck  talking  business.  The  moon  rose,  and  threw 
Arthur’s  shadow  across  our  conversation,  but  we 
looked  at  it  with  precision  and  it  moved  away. 
That  is  one  of  poppa’s  most  comforting  character¬ 
istics,  he  would  as  soon  open  his  bosom  to  a  shot¬ 
gun  as  to  a  confidence.  He  asked  for  details 
through  the  telephone  merely  for  bravado.  As  a 
matter  of  fact,  if  I  had  begun  to  send  them  he 
would  have  rung  off  the  connection  and  said  it  was 
an  accident.  We  dipped  into  politics,  and  I  told 
the  Senator  that  while  I  considered  his  speech  on 
the  Silver  Compromise  a  credit  to  the  family  on 
the  whole,  I  thought  he  had  let  himself  out  some¬ 
what  unnecessarily  at  the  expense  of  the  British 
nation. 

“  We  are  always  twisting  a  tail,”  I  said  reproach¬ 
fully,  “  that  does  nothing  but  wag  at  us.” 

This  poppa  reluctantly  admitted  with  the  usual 
reference  to  the  Irish  vote.  We  both  hoped 
sincerely  that  any  English  friends  who  saw  that 
speech,  and  paused  to  realise  that  the  orator  was 
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a  parent  of  mine,  would  consider  the  number  of 
Irish  resident  in  Illinois,  and  the  amount  of  in¬ 
vective  which  their  feelings  require.  Poppa  doesn’t 
really  know  sometimes  whether  he  is  himself  or  a 
shillelagh,  but  whatever  his  temporary  political 
capacity  he  is  never  ungrateful.  He  went  on  to 
give  me  the  particulars  of  his  interview  with  the 
President  Cleveland  about  the  Chicago  Post  Office, 
and  then  I  gradually  unfolded  my  intention  of  pre¬ 
paring  our  foreign  experiences  as  a  family  for  publi¬ 
cation  in  book  form.  While  I  was  unfolding  it 
poppa  eyed  me  askance. 

“Is  that  usual?”  he  inquired.  —  “Very  usual 
indeed,”  I  replied. 

“  I  mean — under  the  circumstances  ?  ” 

“  Under  what  circumstances?  ”  I  demanded  boldly. 
I  knew  that  nothing  would  induce  him  to  specify 
them. 

“  Oh,  I  only  meant — it  wasn’t  exactly  my  idea.” 

“  What  was  your  idea — exactly  ?  ”  It  was  mean 
of  me  to  put  poppa  to  the  blush,  but  I  had  to  define 
the  situation. 

“  Oh,”  said  he,  with  unlooked-for  heroism,  “  I  was 
basing  my  calculations  with  reference  to  you  on 
the  distractions  of  change — Paris  dry-goods,  rowing 
round  Venice  in  gondolas,  riding  through  the  St 
Gothard  tunnel,  and  the  healing  hand  of  time.  I 
don’t  intend  to  give  a  day  less  than  six  weeks  to 
it.  Pm  looking  forward  to  the  tranquilising  effect 
of  the  antique  some  myself,”  he  added,  hedging. 
“  I  find  these  new  self-risers  that  we’ve  undertaken 
to  carry  almost  more  than  my  temperament  can 
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stand.  They  went  up  from  an  output  of  five 
hundred  dollars  to  six  hundred  and  fifty  thousand, 
and  back  again  inside  seven  days  last  month. 
I’m  looking  forward  to  examining  something  that 
hasn’t  moved  for  a  couple  of  thousand  years  with 
considerable  pleasure.” 

“  Poppa,”  said  I,  ignoring  the  self-risers,  “  if  you 
were  as  particular  about  the  quality  of  your  fiction 
as  yon  are  about  the  quality  of  your  table-butter, 
you  would  know  that  the  best  heroines  never  have 
recourse  to  such  measures  now.  They  are  simply 
obsolete.  Except  for  my  literary  intention,  I 
should  be  ashamed  to  go  to  Europe  at  all — under 
the  circumstances.  But  that,  you  see,  brings  the 
situation  up  to  date.  I  transmit  my  European 
impressions  through  the  prism  of  damaged  affec¬ 
tion.  Nothing  could  be  more  modern.” 

“  I  see,”  replied  poppa,  rubbing  his  chin  search- 
ingly,  which  is  his  manner  of  expressing  sagacious 
doubt.  His  beard  descends  from  the  lower  part  of 
his  chin  in  the  long  unfettered  American  manner, 
without  which  it  is  impossible  for  Punch  to  indicate 
a  citizen  of  the  United  States.  When  he  positively 
disapproves  he  pulls  it  severely. 

“  But  Europe’s  been  done  before,  you  know,”  he 
continued.  “  In  fact,  I  don’t  know  any  continent 
more  popular  than  Europe  with  people  that  want 
to  publish  books  of  travel.  It’s  been  done  before.” 

“  Never,”  I  rejoined,  “  in  connection  with  you, 
poppa  !  ” 

Poppa  removed  his  hand  from  his  chin. 

“  O,  if  I’m  to  assist,  that’s  quite  another  anec- 
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dote/’  he  said  briskly.  “  I  didn’t  understand  you 
intended  to  ring  me  in.  Of  course,  I  don’t  mean 
to  imply  there  is  any  special  /r<yudice  against 
books  of  travel  in  Europe.  About  how  many 
pages  did  you  think  of  running  it  to  ?  ” 

“  My  idea  was  three  hundred,”  I  replied. 

“And  how  many  words  to  a  page?” — “Two 
hundred  and  fifty — more  or  less.” 

“  That’s  seventy-five  thousand  words  !  Pretty  big 
undertaking,  if  you  look  at  it  in  bulk.” 

“We  shall  have  to  rely  upon  momma,”  I  remarked. 

Poppa’s  expression  disparaged  the  idea,  and  he 
began  to  feel  round  for  his  beard. 

“  If  I  were  you,”  he  said,  “  I  wouldn’t  place 
much  dependence  on  momma.  She’ll  be  able  to 
give  you  a  few  hints  on  sunsets  and  a  pointer  or 
two  about  the  various  Venuses,  likely — she’s  had 
photographs  of  several  of  them  in  the  house  for 
years — but  I  expect  its  going  to  be  a  question  of 
historical  fact  pretty  often,  and  momma  won’t  be 
in  it.  Not  that  I  want  to  choke  momma  off,”  he 
continued,  “  but  she  will  necessitate  a  whole  reference 
library.  And  in  some  parts  of  Europe  I  believe  they 
charge  you  for  every  pound  of  luggage,  including 
your  lunch,  if  you  don’t  happen  to  have  concealed 
it  in  your  person.” 

“  We’ll  have  to  pin  her  down  to  the  guide-books,” 
I  remarked. 

“  That  depends.  I’ve  always  understood  that  the 
guide-book  market  was  largely  controlled  by  Mr 
Murray  and  Mr  Baedeker.  Also,  that  Mr  Murray 
writes  in  a  vein  of  pretty  lofty  sentiment,  while  Mr 
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Baedeker  is  about  as  interesting  as  a  directory. 
Now  where  the  right  emotion  is  included  at  the 
price  I  don’t  see  the  use  of  momma,  but  when  it’s 
a  question  of  Baedeker  we  might  turn  her  on. 
See  ?  ” 

“  Poppa,”  I  replied  with  emotion,  “  you  will  both 
be  invaluable.  I  will  bid  you  good-night.  I  believe 
the  electric  light  burns  all  night  long  in  the  smoking- 
cabin,  but  that  is  not  supposed  to  indicate  that 
gentlemen  are  expected  to  stay  there  till  dawn.  I 
see  you  have  two  Havanas  left.  That  will  be 
quite  enough  for  one  evening.  Good-night,  poppa.” 


CHAPTER  III 


ALL  the  way  across  momma  implored  me  to 
become  reconciled  to  Arthur.  In  extreme 
moments,  when  it  was  very  choppy,  she  composed 
telegrams  on  lines  which  were  to  drive  him  wild  with 
contrition  without  compromising  my  dignity  ;  and, 
when  I  suggested  the  difficulty  of  tampering  with 
the  Atlantic  cable  in  mid-ocean  without  a  diving 
machine,  she  wept,  hinting  that,  if  I  were  a  true 
daughter  of  hers,  things  would  never  have  come  to 
such  a  pass.  My  position,  from  a  filial  point  of  view, 
was  most  trying.  I  could  not  deny  my  responsibility 
for  momma’s  woes — she  never  left  her  cabin — yet  I 
was  powerless  to  put  an  end  to  them.  Young  women 
in  novels  have  thrown  themselves  into  the  arms  of 
the  wrong  man  under  far  less  parental  pressure,  but 
although  it  was  indeed  the  hour  the  man  was  not 
available.  Neither,  such  was  the  irony  of  circum¬ 
stances,  would  our  immediate  union  have  affected 
the  motion  in  the  slightest  degree.  But  although  I 
presented  these  considerations  to  momma  many  times 
a  day,  she  adhered  so  persistently  to  the  idea  of  pro¬ 
moting  a  happy  reunion  that  I  was  obliged  to  keep 
a  very  careful  eye  on  the  possibility  of  surreptitious 
messages  from  Liverpool.  Once  on  dry  land, 
however,  momma  saw  her  duty  in  another  light. 

I  might  say  that  she  swallowed  her  principles 
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with  the  first  meal  she  really  enjoyed,  after 
which  she  expressed  her  conviction  that  it  was 
best  to  let  the  dead  past  bury  its  dead,  so  long  as 
the  obsequies  did  not  necessitate  her  immediate 
return  to  America. 

I  was  looking  forward  immensely  to  observing  the 
Senator  in  London,  remembering  the  effect  it  had 
upon  my  own  imagination,  but  on  our  arrival  he 
conducted  himself  in  a  manner  which  can  only  be 
described  as  non-committal.  He  went  about  with 
his  hands  in  his  pockets,  smoking  large  cigars  with 
an  air  of  reserved  criticism  that  vastly  impressed  the 
waiters,  acquiescing  in  strawberry  jam  for  breakfast, 
for  example,  in  a  manner  which  said  that,  although 
this  might  be  to  him  a  new  and  complex  custom,  he 
was  acquainted  with  Chicago  ones  much  more  recon¬ 
dite.  His  air  was  superior,  but  modestly  so,  and  if 
he  said  nothing  you  would  never  suppose  it  was 
because  he  had  nothing  to  say.  He  meant  to  give 
Great  Britain  a  chance  before  he  pronounced  any¬ 
thing  distinctly  unfavourable  even  to  her  steaks,  and 
in  the  meantime  to  remember  what  an  up-to-date 
American  owes  to  his  country’s  reputation  in  the 
hotels  of  a  foreign  town.  > 

He  was  very  much  at  his  ease,  and  I  saw  him 
looking  at  a  couple  of  just  introduced  Englishmen 
embarking  in  conversation,  as  if  he  wondered  what 
could  possibly  be  the  matter  with  them.  I  am  sorry 
that  I  can’t  say  as  much  for  my  other  parent,  but 
before  monarchical  institutions  momma  weakened. 
She  had  moments  of  terrible  indecision  as  to  how  to 
do  her  hair,  and  I  am  certain  it  was  not  a  matter  of 
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indifference  to  her  that  she  should  make  a  good 
impression  upon  the  head  butler.  Also,  she  hesi¬ 
tated  about  examining  the  mounted  Guardsman  on 
duty  at  Whitehall,  preferring  to  walk  past  with  a 
casual  glance,  as  if  she  were  accustomed  to  see 
things  quite  as  wonderful  every  day  at  home,  whereas 
nothing  to  approach  it  has  ever  existed  in  America, 
except  in  the  imagination  of  Mr  Barnum,  and  he  is 
dead.  And  shopwalkers  patronised  her.  I  con¬ 
gratulated  myself  sometimes  that  I  was  there  to 
assert  her  dignity. 

I  must  be  permitted  to  generalise  in  this  way 
about  our  London  experiences,  because  they  only 
lasted  a  day  and  a  half,  and  it  is  impossible  to  get 
many  particulars  into  that  space.  It  was  really  a 
pity  we  had  so  little  time.  Nothing  would  have 
been  more  interesting  than  to  bring  momma  into 
contact  with  the  Poet’s  Corner,  or  introduce  poppa 
to  the  House  of  Lords,  and  watch  the  effect.  I  am 
sure,  from  what  I  know  of  my  parents,  that  the  effect 
would  have  been  crisp.  But  we  decided  that  six 
weeks  was  not  too  much  to  give  to  the  Continent, 
also  that  an  opportunity,  six  weeks  long,  of  absorbing 
Europe  is  not  likely  to  occur  twice  in  the  average 
American  lifetime.  We  stayed  over  two  or  three 
trains  in  London  however,  just  long  enough  to  get 
in  a  background,  as  it  were,  for  our  Continental 
experiences.  The  weather  was  typical,  and  the 
background,  from  an  artistic  point  of  view,  was  per¬ 
fect.  While  not  precisely  opaque,  you  couldn’t  see 
through  it  anywhere. 

When  it  became  a  question  of  how  we  were  to  put 
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in  the  time,  it  seemed  to  momma  as  if  she  would 
rather  lie  down  than  anything. 

“  You  and  your  father,  dear,”  she  said,  “  might 
drive  to  St  Paul’s,  when  it  stops  raining.  Have  a 
good  look  at  the  dome,  and  try  to  bring  me  back 
the  sound  of  the  echo.  It  is  said  to  be  very  weird. 
See  that  poppa  doesn’t  forget  to  take  off  his  hat  in 
the  body  of  the  church,  but  he  might  put  it  on  in  the 
Whispering  Gallery,  where  it  is  sure  to  be  draughty. 
And  remember  that  the  funeral  coach  of  the  Duke  of 
Wellington  is  down  in  the  crypt,  darling.  You  might 
bring  me  an  impression  of  that.  I  think  I’ll  have  a 
cup  of  chocolate,  and  try  to  get  a  little  sleep.” 

“Is  it,”  asked  poppa,  “  the  coach  which  the 
Duke  sent  to  represent  him  at  the  other  people’s 
funerals,  or  the  one  in  which  he  attended  his 
own  ?  ” 

“  You  can  look  that  up,”  momma  replied  ;  “  but 
my  belief  is  that  it  was  presented  to  the  Duke 
by  a  grateful  nation  after  his  demise.  In  which 
case  he  couldn’t  possibly  have  used  it  more  than 
once.” 

I  looked  at  momma  reprovingly,  but,  seeing  that 
she  had  no  suspicion  of  being  humorous,  I  said 
nothing.  The  Senator  pushed  out  his  under  lip  and 
pulled  his  beard. 

“  I  don’t  know  about  St  Paul’s,”  he  said  ;  “  wouldn’t 
any  other  impression  do  as  well,  momma  ?  It 
doesn’t  seem  to  be  just  the  weather  for  crypts,  and  I 
don’t  suppose  the  hearse  of  a  military  man  is  going 
to  make  the  surroundings  any  more  cheerful.  Now, 
my  idea  is  that  when  time  is  limited  you’ve  got  to 
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let  some  things  go.  I’d  let  the  historical  go  every 
time.  I’d  let  the  instructive  go — we  can’t  drag 
around  an  idea  of  the  British  Museum,  for  instance. 
I’d  let  ancient  associations  go — unless  you’re  par¬ 
ticularly  interested  in  the  parties  associated.” 

I  thought  of  the  morning  I  once  spent  picking  up 
details,  traditions,  and  remains  of  Dr  Johnson  in 
various  parts  of  the  West  Central  district,  and 
privately  sympathised  with  this  view,  though  I  felt 
compelled  to  look  severe.  Momma,  who  was  now 
lying  down,  dissented.  What,  then,  she  demanded, 
had  we  crossed  the  ocean  for  ? 

“  Rather,”  said  she,  “  where  time  is  limited  let  us 
spread  ourselves,  so  to  speak,  over  the  area  of  culture 
available.  This  morning,  for  example,  you,  husband, 
might  ramble  round  the  Tower  and  try  to  picture 
the  various  tragedies  that  have  been  enacted  there. 
You,  daughter,  might  go  and  bring  us  those  impres¬ 
sions  from  St  Paul’s,  while  I  will  content  myself 
with  observing  the  manners  of  the  British  chamber¬ 
maid.  So  far,  I  must  say,  I  think  they  are  lovely. 
Thus,  each  doing  what  he  can  and  she  can,  we  shall 
take  back  with  us,  as  a  family,  more  real  benefit 
than  we  could  possibly  obtain  if  we  all  derived  it 
from  the  same  source.” 

“  No,”  said  poppa  firmly.  “  I  take  exception  to 
your  theory  right  there,  Augusta.  Culture  is  a  very 
harmless  thing,  and  there’s  no  reason  why  you 
shouldn’t  take  it  in,  till  your  back  gives  out,  every 
day  we’re  here.  But  I  consider  that  we’ve  got  the 
article  in  very  good  shape  in  our  little  town  over 
there  in  Illinois,  and  personally  I  don’t  propose  to 


26  A  VOYAGE  OF  CONSOLATION 


go  nosing  round  after  it  in  Europe.  And  as  a 
family  man  I  should  hate  to  be  divided  up  for  any 
such  purpose.” 

“  Oh,  if  you’re  going  to  steel  yourself  against  it, 
my  love - ” 

“  Now,  what  Bramley  said  to  me  the  day  before 
we  sailed  was  this — No,  I’m  not  steeling  myself 
against  it  ;  my  every  pore  is  open  to  it — Bramley 
said  :  ‘  Your  time  is  limited,  you  can’t  see  every¬ 
thing.  Very  well.  See  the  unique.  Keep  that  in 
mind,’  he  said  ;  ‘  the  unique.  And  you’ll  be  sur¬ 
prised  to  find  how  very  little  there  is  in  the  world, 
outside  Chicago,  that  is  unique.’  ” 

“  Applying  that  rule,”  continued  the  Senator, 
strolling  up  and  down,  “  the  things  to  see  in  London 
are  the  Crystal  Palace  and  the  Albert  Memorial. 
Especially  the  Albert  Memorial.  That  was  a  man 
who  played  second  fiddle  to  his  wife,  and  enjoyed  it, 
all  his  life  long  ;  and  there  he  sits  in  Hyde  Park 
to-day,  I  understand,  still  receiving  the  respectful 
homage  of  the  nation — the  only  case  on  record.” 

“  Westminster  Abbey  would  be  much  better  for 
you,”  said  momma. 

“  Don’t  you  think,”  I  put  in,  “  that  if  momma  is 
to  get  any  sleep - ” 

“  Certainly.  Now,  another  thing  that  Bramley 
said  was,  ‘  Look  here,’  he  said,  ‘  Remember  the 
Unattainable  Elsewhere — and  get  it.  You’re  likely 
to  be  in  London.  Now  the  Unattainable  Elsewhere, 
for  that  town,  is  gentlemen’s  suitings.  For  style, 
price,  and  quality  of  goods  the  London  tailor  leads 
the  known  universe.  Wick,’  he  said, — he  was  terribly 
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in  earnest — ‘  if  you  have  one  hour  in  London,  leave 
your  measure  !  ’  ” 

“  In  that  case,”  said  momma,  sitting  up  and 
ascertaining  the  condition  of  her  hair,  “  you  would 
like  me  to  be  with  you,  love.” 

Now,  if  momma  doesn’t  like  poppa’s  clothes,  she 
always  gives  them  away  without  telling  him.  This 
would  be  thought  arbitrary  in  England,  and  I  have 
certainly  known  the  Senator  suddenly  reduced  to 
great  destitution  through  it,  but  America  is  a  free 
country,  and  there  is  no  law  to  compel  us  to  see 
our  male  relations  unbecomingly  clad  against  our 
will. 

“  Well,  to  tell  the  truth,  Augusta,”  said  poppa,  “  I 
would.  I’d  like  to  get  this  measure  through  by  a 
unanimous  vote.  It  will  save  complications  after¬ 
wards.  But  are  you  sure  you  wouldn’t  rather  lie 
down  ?  ” 

Momma  replied  to  the  "effect  that  she  wouldn’t 
mind  his  going  anywhere  else  alone,  but  this  was 
important.  She  put  her  gloves  on  as  she  spoke, 
and  her  manner  expressed  that  she  was  equal  to 
any  personal  sacrifice  for  the  end  in  view. 

Colonel  Bramley  had  given  the  Senator  a  sartorial 
address  of  repute,  and  presently  the  hansom  drew 
up  before  it,  in  Piccadilly.  We  went  about  as  a 
family  in  one  hansom  for  sociability. 

“  Look  here,  driver,”  said  poppa  through  the  roof, 
“  have  we  got  there  ?  ” 

The  cabman,  in  a  dramatic  and  resentful  manner, 
pointed  out  the  number  with  his  whip. 

“  There’s  the  address  as  was  given  to  me,  sir.” 
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“  Well,  there’s  nothing  to  get  mad  about,”  said 
poppa  sternly.  “  I’m  looking  for  Marcus  Trippit, 
tailor  and  outfitter.” 

“  It’s  all  right,  sir.  All  on  the  brass  plite  on  the 
door,  sir.  I  can  see  it  puffickly  from  ’ere.” 

The  cabman  seemed  appeased,  but  his  tone  was 
still  remonstrative. 

We  all  looked  at  the  door  with  the  brass  plate. 
It  was  flanked  on  one  side  by  the  offices  of  a  house 
agent,  on  the  other  by  a  superior  looking  restaurant. 

“  There  isn’t  the  sign  of  a  tailor  about  the 
premises,”  said  poppa,  “  except  his  name.  I  don’t 
like  the  look  of  that.” 

“  Perhaps,”  suggested  momma,  “  it’s  his  private 
address.” 

“  Well,  I  guess  we  don’t  want  to  call  on  Marcus, 
especially  as  we’ve  got  no  proper  introduction. 
Driver,  that  isn’t  Mr  Trippit’s  place  of  business. 
It’s  his  home.” 

We  all  craned  up  at  the  hole  in  the  roof  at  once, 
like  young  birds,  and  we  all  distinctly  saw  the  driver 
smile. 

“  No,  sir,  I  don’t  think  ’e’d  put  it  up  like  that 
that  ’e  was  a  tyler,  not  on  ’is  privit  residence,  sir. 
I  think  you’ll  find  the  business  premises  on  the  fust 
or  second  floor,  likely.” 

“  Where’s  his  window  ?  ”  the  Senator  demanded. 
“Where’s  his  display?  No,  I  don’t  think  Marcus 
will  do  for  me.  I’m  not  confiding  enough.  Now, 
you  don’t  happen  to  be  able  to  recommend  a  tailor, 
do  you  ?  ” 

“  Yes,  sir,  I  can  take  you  to  a  gentleman  that’ll 
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turn  you  out  as  ’andsome  as  need  be.  Out  ’Amp- 
stead  way,  ’<?  is.” 

The  Senator  smiled.  “  About  a  three-and-sixpenny 
fare,  eh  ?  ”  he  said. 

“  Yes,  sir,  all  of  that.” 

“  I  thought  so.  I  don’t  mind  the  three  and  six¬ 
pence.  You  can’t  do  much  driving  where  I  come 
from  under  a  dollar  ;  but  we’ve  only  got  about 
twenty-four  hours  for  the  British  capital  altogether, 
and  I  can’t  spare  the  time.” 

“  Suppose  he  drives  along  slowly,”  suggested 
momma. 

“  Just  so.  Drive  along  slowly  until  you  come  to 
a  tailor  that  has  a  shop,  do  you  see  ?  And  a  good- 
sized  window,  with  waxwork  figures  in  it,  to  show  off 
the  goods.  Then  let  me  hear  from  you  again.” 

The  man’s  expression  changed  to  one  of  cheerful¬ 
ness  and  benignity.  “  Right  you  are,  sir,”  he  said, 
and  shut  down  the  door  in  a  manner  that  suggested 
entire  appreciation  of  the  circumstances. 

“  I  think  we  can  trust  him,”  said  poppa.  Inside, 
therefore,  we  gave  ourselves  up  to  enjoyment  of 
what  momma  called  the  varied  panorama  around  us  ; 
while,  outside,  the  cabman  passed  in  critical  review 
half  the  gentlemen’s  outfitters  in  London.  It  was 
momma  who  finally  brought  him  to  a  halt,  and  the 
establishment  which  inspired  her  with  confidence 
and  emulation  was  inscribed  in  neat,  white  enamelled 
letters,  Court  Tailors. 

As  we  entered,  a  person  of  serious  appearance 
came  forward  from  the  rear,  by  no  means  eagerly  or 
inquiringly,  but  with  a  grave  step  and  a  great  deal 
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of  deportment.  I  fancy  he  looked  at  momma  and 
me  with  slight  surprise  ;  then,  with  his  hands  calmly 
folded  and  his  head  a  little  on  one  side,  he  gave  his 
attention  to  the  Senator.  But  it  was  momma  who 
broke  the  silence. 

“  We  wish,”  said  momma,  “  to  look  at  gentlemen’s 
suitings.” 

“  Yes,  madam,  certainly.  Is  it  for — for - ”  He 

hesitated  in  the  embarrassed  way  only  affected  in  the 
very  best  class  of  establishments,  and  I  felt  at  ease 
at  once  as  to  the  probable  result. 

“  For  this  gentleman,”  said  momma,  with  a  wave 
of  her  hand. 

The  Senator,  being  indicated,  acknowledged  it. 
“  Yes,”  he  said,  “  I’m  your  subject.  But  there’s  just 
one  thing  I  want  to  say.  I  haven’t  got  any  use 
for  a  Court  suit,  because  where  I  live  we  haven’t  got 
any  use  for  Courts.  My  idea  would  be  something 
aristocratic  in  quality,  but  democratic  in  cut — the  sort 
of  thing  you  would  make  up  for  a  member  of  Mr 
Gladstone’s  family.  Do  I  make  myself  clear  ?  ” 

“  Certainly,  sir.  Ordinary  morning  dress,  sir,  or  is 
it  evening  dress,  or  both?  Will  you  kindly  step  this 
way,  sir  ?  ” 

“  We  will  all  step  this  way,”  said  momma. 

“  It  would  be  a  morning  coat  and  waistcoat  then, 
sir,  would  it  not  ?  And  trousers  of  a  different — 
somewhat  lighter - ” 

“  Well,  no,”  the  Senator  replied.  “  Something  I 
could  wear  around  pretty  much  all  day.” 

My  calm  regard  forbade  the  gentleman’s  outfitter 
to  smile,  even  in  the  back  of  his  head. 


THE  SENATOR,  BEING  INDICATED,  ACKNOWLEDGED  IT.  “YES,”  HE  SAID, 

“  i’m  YOUR  subject” 
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“  I  think  I  understand,  sir.”  Now,  here  is  some¬ 
thing  that  is  being  a  good  deal  worn  just  now. 
Beautiful  finish.” 

“Nothing  brownish ,  thank  you,”  said  momma, 
with  decision. 

“  No,  madam  ?  Then  perhaps  you  would  prefer 
this,  sir.  More  on  the  iron  grey,  sir.” 

“  That  would  certainly  be  more  becoming,” 
said  momma.  “  And  I  like  that  invisible  line. 
But  its  rather  too  woolly.  I’m  afraid  it  wouldn’t 
keep  its  appearance.  What  do  you  think, 
Mamie  ?  ” 

“  Oh,  there’s  no  wool liness,  madam.”  The  gentle¬ 
man’s  outfitter’s  tone  implied  that  wool  was  the 
last  thing  he  would  care  to  have  anything  to  do 
with.  “  It’s  the  nap.  And  as  to  the  appeara\\Q.z  of 
these  goods  ” — he  smiled  slightly — “  well,  we  put 
our  reputation  on  them,  that’s  all.  I  can’t  say  more 
than  that.  But  I  have  the  same  thing  in  a  smooth 
finish,  if  you  would  prefer  it.” 

“  I  think  I  would  prefer  it.  Wouldn’t  you, 
Mamie  ?  ” 

The  man  brought  the  same  thing  in  a  smooth 
finish,  and  looked  interrogatively  at  poppa. 

“  Oh,  I  prefer  it  too,”  said  he,  with  a  profound 
assumption  of  intelligent  interest.  “  Were  you 
thinking  of  having  the  pants  made  of  the  same 
material,  Augusta  ?  ” 

The  gentleman’s  outfitter  suddenly  turned  his 
back,  and  -stood  thus  for  an  instant  struggling  with 
something  like  a  spasm.  Knowing  that  if  there’s 
one  thing  in  the  world  momma  hates  it’s  the 
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exhibition  of  poppa’s  sense  of  humour,  I  walked  to 
the  door.  When  I  came  back  they  were  measuring 
the  Senator. 

“Will  you  have  the  American  shoulder,  sir? 
Most  of  our  customers  prefer  it.” 

“Well  no.  The  English  shoulder  would  be  more 
of  a  novelty  on  me.  You  see  I  come  from  the 
United  States  myself.” 

“  Do  you  indeed,  sir  ?  ” 

The  manners  of  some  tailors  might  be  emulated 
in  England. 

“  Tails  are  a  little  longer  than  they  were,  sir, 
and  waistcoats  cut  a  trifle  higher.  Not  more  than 
half  an  inch  in  both  cases,  sir,  but  it  does  make  a 
difference.  Now,  with  reference  to  the  coat,  sir  ; 
will  you  have  it  finished  with  braid  or  not  ?  Silk 
braid,  of  course,  sir.” 

“  Augusta  ?  ”  demanded  the  Senator. 

“  Is  braid  de  nouveau  ?  ”  asked  momma. 

“  Not  precisely,  madam,  but  the  Prince  certainly 
has  worn  it  this  season  while  he  didn’t  last.” 

“  Do  you  refer  to  Wales?  ”  asked  poppa. 

“Yes,  sir.  He’s  very  generally  mentioned  simply 
as  ‘  The  Prince.’  His  Royal  Highness  is  very  con¬ 
servative,  so  to  speak,  about  such  things,  so  when  he 
takes  up  a  style  we  generally  count  on  its  lasting 
at  least  through  one  season.  I  can  assure  you, 
sir,  the  Prince  has  appeared  in  braid.  You  needn’t 
be  afraid  to  order  it.” 

“  I  think,”  put  in  momma,  “  that  braid  would 
make  a  very  neat  finish,'  love.” 

Poppa  walked  slowly  towards  the  door,  consider- 
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ing  the  matter.  With  his  hand  on  the  knob  he 
turned  round. 

“No,”  he  said,  “I  don’t  think  that’s  reason  enough 
for  me.  We’re  both  men  in  public  positions,  but 
I’ve  got  nothing  in  common  with  Wales.  I’ll  have 
a  plain  hem.” 


C 


CHAPTER  IV 


“IF  there’s  one  thing  I  hate,”  said  Senator  Wick 
-i-  several  times  in  the  discussion  of  our  plans, 
“  it’s  to  see  a  citizen  of  the  United  States  going 
round  advertising  himself.  If  you  analyse  it,  it’s  a 
mean  thing  to  do,  for  it’s  no  more  a  virtue  to  be 
born  American  than  a  fault  to  be  born  anything 
else.  I’m  proud  of  my  nationality  and  my  in¬ 
come  is  a  source  of  satisfaction  to  me,  but  I  don’t 
intend  to  brandish  either  of  them  in  the  face  of 
Europe.” 

It  was  this  principle  that  had  induced  poppa  to 
buy  tourist  tickets  second  class  by  rail,  first  class  by 
steamer,  all  through,  like  ordinary  English  people 
on  eight  or  nine  hundred  a  year.  Momma  and  I 
thought  it  rather  noble  of  him  and  resolved  to  live 
up  to  it  if  possible,  but  when  he  brought  forth  a 
large  packet  of  hotel  coupons,  guaranteed  to  produce 
everything,  including  the  deepest  respect  of  the 
proprietors,  at  ten  shillings  and  sixpence  a  day 
apiece,  we  thought  he  was  making  an  unnecessary 
sacrifice  to  the  feelings  of  the  non  -  American 
travelling  public. 

“  Two  dollars  and  a  half  a  day !  ”  momma 
ejaculated.  Were  there  no  more  expensive  ones  ?  ” 

“If  there  had  been,”  poppa  confessed,  “  I  would 
have  taken  them.  But  these  were  the  best  they 
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had.  And  I  understand  it’s  a  popular,  sensible 
way  of  travelling.  I  told  the  young  man  that  the 
one  thing  we  wished  to  avoid  was  ostentation,  and 
he  said  that  these  coupons  would  be  a  complete 
protection.” 

“  There  must  be  some  way  of  paying  more,”  said 
momma  pathetically,  looking  at  the  paper  books  of 
tickets,  held  together  by  a  quantity  of  little  holes. 
“  Do  they  actually  include  everything  ?  ” 

“  Even  wine,  I  understand,  where  it  is  the  custom 
of  the  hotel  to  provide  it  without  extra  charge,  and 
in  Switzerland  honey  with  your  breakfast,”  the 
Senator  responded  firmly.  “  I  never  made  a  more 
interesting  purchase.  There  before  us  lie  our  beds, 
breakfasts,  luncheons,  dinners,  lights,  and  attendance 
for  the  next  six  weeks.” 

“  It  is  full  of  the  most  dramatic  possibilities,”  I 
remarked,  looking  at  the  packet. 

“It  seems  to  me  a  kind  of  attempt  to  coerce 
Providence,”  said  momma,  “  as  much  as  to  say, 
‘  Whatever  happens  to  the  world,  I  am  determined 
to  have  my  bed,  breakfast,  luncheon,  dinner,  lights, 
and  attendance  for  six  weeks  to  come.’  Is  it  not 
presumptuous  ?  ” 

“  It’s  very  reasonable,”  said  the  Senator,  “  and 
that’s  the  principal  thing  you’ve  got  against  it, 
Augusta.  It’s  remarkably,  pictorially  cheap.”  The 
Senator  put  the  little  books  in  their  detachable 
cover,  snapped  the  elastic  round  them  and  restored 
the  whole  to  his  inside  pocket.  “  You  might  almost 
say  enjoyably  cheap,  if  you  know  what  I  mean. 
The  inexpensiveness  of  Europe,”  he  continued,  “  is 
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going  to  be  a  great  charm  for  me.  I  intend  to 
revel  in  it.” 

I  am  always  discovering  points  about  poppa  the 
existence  of  which  I  had  not  suspected.  His 
appreciation  of  the  joy  of  small  prices  had  been 
concealed  in  him  up  to  this  date,  and  I  con¬ 
gratulated  him  warmly  upon  its  appearance.  I 
believe  it  is  inherent  in  primitive  tribes  and  in  all 
Englishmen,  but  protective  tariffs  and  other  influ¬ 
ences  are  rapidly  eradicating  it  in  Americans,  who 
should  be  condoled  with  on  this  point,  more  than 
they  usually  are. 

We  were  on  our  way  to  Paris  after  a  miraculous 
escape  of  the  Channel.  So  calm  it  was  that  we 
had  almost  held  our  breaths  in  our  anxiety  lest 
the  wind  should  rise  before  we  got  over.  Dieppe 
lay  behind  us,  and  momma  at  the  window  declared 
that  she  could  hardly  believe  she  was  looking  out  at 
Normandy.  Momma  at  the  window  was  enjoying 
herself  immensely  in  the  midst  of  Liberty  silk 
travelling  cushions,  supported  by  her  smelling-bottle, 
and  engaged  apparently  in  the  realisation  of  long- 
cherished  dreams. 

“  There  they  are  in  a  row  !  ”  she  exclaimed. 
“  How  lovely  to  see  them  standing  up  in  that  stiff, 
unnatural  way  just  as  they  do  in  the  pictures.” 

Poppa  and  I  rushed  raptly  to  the  window,  but 
discovered  nothing  remarkable. 

“To  see  what,  Augusta?”  demanded  he. 

“  The  Normandy  poplars,  love.  Aren’t  you 
awfully  disappointed  in  them  ?  1  am.  So 

wooden  !  ” 
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Poppa  said  he  didn’t  know  that  he  had  been 
relying  much  on  the  poplar  feature  of  the  scenery, 
and  returned  to  his  weary  search  for  American 
telegrams  in  a  London  daily  paper. 

“  Dear  me,”  momma  ejaculated,  “  I  never  supposed 
I  should  see  them  doing  it  !  And  right  along  the 
line  of  the  railway,  too  !  ” 

“  See  them  doing  it !  ”  I  repeated,  searching  the 
landscape. 

“  The  women  working  in  the  fields,  darling  love. 
Garnering  the  grain,  all  in  that  nice  moderate  shade 
of  blue-electric,  shouldn’t  you  call  it  ?  There — 
there’s  another  !  No,  you  can’t  see  her  now. 
France  is  fascinating  !  ” 

Poppa  abruptly  folded  the  newspaper.  “  I’ve 
learnt  a  great  deal  more  than  I  wanted  to  know 
about  Madagascar,”  said  he,  “  and  I  understand 
that  there’s  a  likelihood  of  the  London  voter  being 
called  to  arms  to  prevent  High  Church  trustees 
introducing  candles  and  incense  into  the  opening 
exercises  of  the  public  schools.  I’ve  read 

eleven  different  accounts  of  a  battle  in  Korea, 
and  an  article  on  the  fauna  and  flora  of  Belu- 
chistan,  very  well  written.  And  I  see  it’s  stated, 
on  good  authority,  that  the  Queen  drove  out 
yesterday  accompanied  by  the  Princess  Beatrice. 
I  don’t  know  that  I  ever  got  more  information 
for  two  cents  in  my  life.  But  for  news — Great 
Scott  !  I  know  more  news  than  there  is  in  that 
paper  !  The  editor  ought  to  be  invited  to  come 
over  and  discover  America.” 

“  Here’s  something  about  America,”  I  protested, 
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“  from  Chicago,  too.  A  whole  column — ‘  Move¬ 
ments  of  Cereals.’  ” 

“  Yes,  and  look  at  that  for  a  nice  attractive 
headline,”  responded  the  Senator  with  sarcasm. 
“  ‘  Movements  of  Cereals  !  ’  Gives  you  a  great  idea 
of  pace,  doesn’t  it  ?  Why  couldn’t  they  have  called 
it  ‘  Grain  on  the  Go’  ?  ” 

“  Did  Mr  McConnell  get  in  for  Mayor,  or  Jimmy 
Fagan  ?  ”  I  inquired,  looking  down  the  column. 

“  They  don’t  seem  to  have  asked  anybody.” 

“  And  who  got  the  Post  Office  ?  ” 

“  Not  there,  not  there,  my  child  !  ” 

“  Oh  !  ”  said  momma  at  the  window,  “  these  little 
gray-stone  villages  are  too  sweet  for  words.  Why 
talk  of  Chicago  ?  Mr  McConnell  and  Mr  Fagan 
are  all  very  well  at  home,  but  now  that  the  ocean 
heaves  between  us,  and  your  political  campaign  is 
over,  may  we  not  forget  them  ?  ” 

“Forget  Mike  McConnell  and  Jimmy  Fagan!” 
replied  the  Senator,  regarding  a  passing  church 
spire  with  an  absent  smile.  “  Well,  no,  Augusta  ; 
as  far  'as  I’m  concerned  I’m  afraid  it  couldn’t  be 
done — at  all  permanently.  There’s  too  much  in¬ 
volved.  But  I  see  what  you  mean  about  turning 
the  mind  out  to  pasture  when  the  grazing  is 
interesting  —  getting  in  a  cud,  so  to  speak,  for 
reflection  afterwards.  I  see  your  idea.” 

The  Senator  is  always  business-like.  He  im¬ 
mediately  addressed  himself  through  the  other 
window  to  the  appreciation  of  the  scenery,  and  I 
felt,  as  I  took  out  my  note-book  to  record  one  or 
two  impressions,  that  he  would  do  it  justice. 
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“  No,  momma,”  I  was  immediately  compelled  to 
exclaim,  “  you  mustn’t  look  over  my  shoulder.  It 
is  paralysing  to  the  imagination.” 

“  Then  I  won’t,  dear.  But  oh,  if  you  could  only 
describe  it  as  it  is  !  The  ruined  chateaux,  tree- 
embosomed - ”  Momma  paused. 

“  The  gray  church  spires,  from  which  at  eventide 
the  Angelus  comes  pealing  —  or  stealing,”  she 
continued.  “  Perhaps  ‘  stealing  *  is  better.” 

“  Above  all  the  poplars — the  poplars  are  very 
characteristic,  dear.  And  the  women  toilers  in  the 
sunset  fields  garnering  up  the  golden  grain.  You 
might  exclaim,  ‘  Why  are  they  always  in  blue  ?  ’ 
Have  you  got  that  down  ?  ” 

“  They  were  making  hay,”  poppa  corrected. 
“  But  I  suppose  the  public  won’t  know  the  differ¬ 
ence,  any  more  than  you  did.” 

Momma  leaned  forward,  clasping  her  smelling- 
bottle,  and  looked  out  of  the  window  with  a  smile 
of  exaltation. 

“  The  cows,”  she  went  on,  “  the  proud-legged 
Norman  cows  standing  knee-deep  in  the  quiet  pools. 
Have  you  got  the  cows  down,  dear?  ” 

The  Senator,  at  the  other  window,  looked  across 
disparagingly,  hard  at  work  on  his  beard.  He  said 
nothing,  but  after  a  time  abruptly  thrust  his  hands 
in  his  pockets,  and  his  feet  out  in  front  of  him 
in  a  manner  which  expressed  absolute  dissent. 
When  momma  said  she  thought  she  would  try 
to  get  a  little  sleep  he  looked  round  observantly, 
and  as  soon  as  her  slumber  was  sound  and  comfort¬ 
able  he  beckoned  to  me. 
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“  See  here,”  he  said,  not  unkindly,  argumenta¬ 
tively.  “  About  those  cows.  In  fact,  about  all 
these  pointers  your  mother’s  been  giving  you. 
They’re  all  very  nice  and  poetic — I  don’t  want  to 
run  down  momma’s  ideas — but  they  don’t  strike 
me  as  original.  I  won’t  say  I  could  put  my  finger 
on  it,  but  I’m  perfectly  certain  I’ve  heard  of  the 
poplars  and  the  women  field  labourers  of  Normandy 
somewhere  before.  She  doesn’t  do  it  on  purpose  ” 
— the  Senator  inclined  his  head  with  deprecation 
toward  the  sleeping  form  opposite,  and  lowered  his 
voice — “  and  I  don’t  know  that  I’d  mention  it  to 
you  under  any  other  circumstances,  but  momma’s 
a  fearful  plagiarist.  She  doesn’t  hesitate  anywhere. 
I’ve  known  her  do  it  to  William  Shakespeare  and 
the  Book  of  Job,  let  alone  modern  authors.  In 
dealing  with  her  suggestions  you  want  to  be  very 
careful.  Otherwise  momma’ll  get  you  into  trouble.” 

I  nodded  with  affectionate  consideration.  “  I’ll 
make  a  note  of  what  you  say,  Senator,”  I  replied, 
and  immediately,  from  motives  of  delicacy,  we 
changed  the  subject.  As  we  talked,  poppa  told  me 
in  confidence  how  much  he  expected  of  the  demo¬ 
cratic  ideal  in  Paris.  He  said  that  even  the  short 
time  we  had  spent  in  England  was  enough  to 
enable  him  to  detect  the  subserviency  of  the  lower 
classes  there  and  to  resent  it,  as  a  man  and  a 
brother.  He  spoke  sadly  and  somewhat  bitterly 
of  the  manners  of  the  brother  man  who  shaved  him, 
which  he  found  unjustifiably  affable,  and  of  the 
inexcusable  abasement  of  a  British  railway  porter  if 
you  gave  him  a  shilling.  He  said  he  was  glad  to 
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leave  England,  it  was  demoralising  to  live  there  ; 
you  lost  your  sense  of  the  dignity  of  labour,  and 
in  the  course  of  time  you  were  almost  bound  to 
degenerate  into  a  swell.  He  expressed  a  good 
deal  of  sympathy  with  the  aristocracy  on  this 
account,  concentrating  his  indignation  upon  those 
who,  as  it  were,  made  aristocrats  of  innocent  human 
beings  against  their  will.  It  was  more  than  he 
would  have  ventured  to  say  in  public,  but  in  talking 
to  me  poppa  often  mentions  what  a  comfort  it  is  to 
be  his  own  mouthpiece. 

“  The  best  thing  about  these  tourists’  tickets  is,” 
said  the  Senator  as  we  approached  Paris,  “  that  they 
entitle  you  to  the  use  of  an  interpreter.  He  is  said 
to  be  found  on  all  station  platforms  of  importance, 
and  I  presume  he’s  standing  there  waiting  for  us 
now.  I  take  it  we’re  at  liberty  to  tap  his  know¬ 
ledge  of  the  language  in  any  moment  of  difficulty 
just  as  if  it  were  our  own.” 

Ten  minutes  later  the  carriage  doors  were  opening 
upon  Paris,  and  the  Senator’s  eagle  eye  was  searching 
the  crowded  platform  for  this  official.  Our  vague 
idea  was  that  the  interpreter  would  be  a  con¬ 
spicuous  and  permanent  object  like  a  nickle-in-the- 
slot  machine,  automatically  arranged  to  open  his 
arms  to  tourists  presenting  the  right  tickets,  and 
emit  conversation.  When  we  finally  detected  him, 
by  his  cap,  he  was  shifting  uneasily  in  the  midst  of 
a  crowd  of  inquirers.  His  face  was  pale,  his  beard 
pointed,  his  expression  that  of  a  person  con¬ 
stantly  interrupted  in  many  languages.  The 
crowd  was  parting  to  permit  him  to  escape,  when 


42  A  VOYAGE  OF  CONSOLATION 


we  filled  up  the  available  avenue  and  confronted 
him. 

“  Are  you  the  linguist  that  goes  with  our  tickets  ?  ” 
asked  the  Senator. 

“  I  am  ze  interpretare  yes,  but  weez  ze  tickets  I 
go  not,  no.  All-ways  I  stay  here  in  zis  place 
nowheres  I  go.”  He  stood  at  bay,  so  to  speak, 
frowning  fiercely  as  he  replied,  and  then  made 
another  bolt  for  liberty,  but  poppa  laid  a  compelling 
hand  upon  his  arm. 

“If  it’s  all  the  same  to  you,”  said  poppa  firmly, 
“  I’ve  got  ladies  with  me,  and - ” 

“Yes  certainly  you  get  presently  your  tronks. 
You  see  zat  door  beside  many  people  ?  Immedi¬ 
ately  it  open  you  go  and  show  ze  customs  man. 
You  got  no  duty  thing,  it  is  all  right.  You 
call  one  fiacre  —  carriage  —  and  go  at  your 
hotel.” 

“  Oh,”  exclaimed  momma,  “  is  there  any  charge 
on  nerve  tincture  please?  It’s  entirely  for  my 
personal  use.” 

“  It’s  only  on  cigars  and  eau-de-Cologne,  isn’t 
it  ?  ”  I  entreated. 

“  Which  door  did  you  say  ?  ”  asked  the  Senator, 
“  I’d  be  obliged  if  you  would  speak  more  slowly. 
There’s  no  cause  for  excitement.  From  here  I  can 
see  fourteen  doors,  and  I  saw  our  luggage  go  in  by 
this  door.” 

“You  don’t  believe  wat  I  say!  Very  well !  All 
ze  same  it  is  zat  door  beside  all  ze  people  wat  want 
zere  tronks  !  ” 

“  All  right,”  said  the  Senator  pacifically.  “  How 
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you  do  boil  over  !  I  tell  you  one  thing,  my  friend,” 
he  added,  as  the  interpreter  washed  his  hands  of  us, 
“You  may  be  a  necessity  to  the  travelling  public, 
but  you’re  not  a  luxury,  in  any  sense  of  the 
word.” 


CHAPTER  V 


THE  Senator,  discovering  to  his  surprise  that  the 
hotel  clerk  was  a  lady,  lifted  his  hat.  He  did 
not  appear  to  be  surprised,  that  wasn’t  the  Senator’s 
way,  but  he  forgot  what  he  had  to  say,  which  proved 
it.  While  he  was  hesitating  she  looked  at  him 
humorously  and  said  “  Good  evening,  sir !  ”  She 
was  a  florid  person  who  wore  this  sense  of  humour 
between  hard  blue  eyes  and  an  iron  jaw.  Momma 
took  a  passionate  dislike  to  her  on  the  spot. 

“  Oh,  then  you  do,”  said  poppa.  “  You  parlay 
Anglay.  That’s  a  good  thing  I’m  sure,  for  I  know 
mighty  little  Fransay.  May  I  ask  what  sort  of 
accommodation  you  can  give  Mrs  Wick,  Miss  Wick, 
and  myself  for  to-night  ?  Anything  on  the  first 
floor  ?  ” 

“  What  rooms  you  require  are  one  double  one 
single,  yes  ?  Certainly.  Francois,  trente-cinq  et 
trente-huit She  handed  Francois  the  keys  and  her 
sense  of  humour  disappeared  in  a  smile  which  told 
poppa  that  he  might,  if  he  liked,  consider  her  a  fine 
woman.  He,  wishing  doubtless  to  bask  in  it  to  the 
fullest  extent,  produced  his  book  of  tickets. 

“  I  expect  you’ve  seen  these  before,”  he  said, 
apparently  for  the  pleasure  of  continuing  the 
conversation. 

As  her  eye  fell  upon  them  a  look  of  startled 
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cynicism  suddenly  replaced  the  smile.  Her  cynicism 
was  paradoxical,  she  was  so  large,  and  sound  and 
wholesome,  and  the  more  irritating  on  this  account. 

“  You  ’ave  the  coupons  !  ”  she  exclaimed.  “  Ah- 
a-ah  !  ”  in  a  crescendo  of  astonishment  at  our  dupli¬ 
city.  “  Then  I  ’ave  made  one  mistake.  Francois  ! 
Those  first  floor  rooms  they  are  already  taken.  But 
on  the  third  floor  are  two  good  beautiful  rooms. 
There  is  also  the  lift — you  can  use  the  lift.” 

“  I  can’t  dispute  with  a  lady,”  said  poppa,  “  but 
that  is  singular.  I  should  prefer  those  first  floor 
rooms  which  were  not  taken  until  I  mentioned  the 
coupons.” 

“  Sare  !  ” 

The  lady’s  eye  was  unflinching,  and  poppa 
quailed.  He  looked  ashamed,  as  if  he  had  been 
caught  in  telling  a  story.  They  made  a  picture,  as 
he  stood  there  pulling  his  beard,  of  American 
chivalry  and  Gallic  guile,  which  was  almost 
pathetic. 

“  Well,”  said  he,  “  as  it’s  necessary  that  Mrs 
Wick  should  lie  down  as  soon  as  possible  you  might 
show  us  those  third  floor  rooms.” 

Then  he  recovered  his  dignity  and  glanced  at 
Madame  more  in  sorrow  than  in  anger. 

“  Certainly,  sare,”  she  said  severely.  “  Will  you 
use  the  lift?  For  the  lift  there  is  no  sharge.” 

“  That,”  said  the  Senator,  “  is  real  liberal.”  In 
moments  of  emotion  poppa  often  dropped  into  an 
Americanism.  If  it’s  a  serious  offer  I  think  we  will 
use  the  lift.” 

At  a  nod  from  Madame,  Francois  went  away  to 
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seek  the  man  belonging  to  the  lift,  and  after  a  time 
returned  with  him.  The  lady  produced  another 
key,  with  which  the  man  belonging  to  the  lift 
unlocked  the  door  of  the  brass  cage  which  guarded 
it. 

“You  must  find  strangers  very  dishonest,  madam,” 
said  the  Senator  courteously  as  we  stepped  inside, 
“  to  render  such  a  precaution  necessary.” 

But  before  we  arrived  at  the  third  floor  we  were 
convinced  that  it  was  unnecessary.  It  was  not  an 
elevator  that  the  most  burglarious  would  have  cared 
to  take  away. 

So  many  Americans  surrounded  the  breakfast 
table  next  morning  that  we  might  almost  have 
imagined  ourselves  in  Chicago.  A  small,  young 
priest  with  furtive  brown  eyes  cowered  at  one  of 
the  side  tables,  and  at  another  a  broad-shouldered, 
unsmiling  lady,  dressed  in  black,  with  brows  and 
a  slight  moustache  to  match,  dispensed  food  to  a 
sallow  and  shrinking  object  of  preternaturally  serious 
aspect  who  seemed  to  be  her  husband,  and  a  little 
boy  who  kept  an  anxious  eye  on  them  both.  They 
were  French,  too,  but  all  the  people  who  sat  up  and 
down  the  long  middle  table  belonged  to  the  United 
States  of  America.  They  were  there  in  groups 
and  in  families  representing  different  localities  and 
different  social  positions — as  momma  said,  you  had 
only  to  look  at  their  shoulder  seams  ;  and  each 
group  or  family  received  the  advances  of  the  next 
with  the  polite  tolerance,  head  a  little  on  one  side, 
which  characterises  us  when  we  don’t  know  each 
other’s  business  standing  or  church  membership  ; 
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but  the  tide  of  conversation  which  ebbed  and  flowed 
had  a  flavour  which  made  the  table  a  geographical 
unit.  I  say  “  flavour,”  because  there  was  certainly 
something,  but  I  am  now  inclined  to  think  with  Mr 
Page  that  “  accent  ”  is  rather  too  strong  a  word  to 
describe  it.  At  all  events,  the  gratification  of 
hearing  it  after  his  temporary  exile  in  Great  Britain 
almost  brought  tears  to  the  Senator’s  eyes.  There 
were  only  three  vacant  places,  and,  as  we  took  them, 
making  the  national  circle  complete,  a  little  smile 
wavered  round  the  table.  It  was  a  proud,  conscious 
smile ;  it  indicated  that  though  we  might  not  be  on 
terms  of  intimacy  we  recognised  ourselves  to  be 
immensely  and  uniformly  American,  and  consider¬ 
ably  the  biggest  fraction  of  the  travelling  public. 
As  poppa  said,  the  prevailing  feeling  was  also 
American.  As  he  was  tucking  his  napkin  into 
his  waistcoat,  and  ordering  our  various  breakfasts, 
the  gentleman  who  sat  next  to  him  listened — he 
could  not  help  it — fidgetted,  and  finally,  with  some 
embarrassment,  spoke. 

“I  don’t  know,  sir,”  he  said,  “whether  you’re  aware 
of  it — I  presume  you’re  a  stranger  like  myself — but 
all  they  allow  for  what  they  call  breakfast  in  this 
hotel  is  tea  or  coffee,  rolls,  and  butter  ;  everything 
else  is  charged  extra.” 

Poppa  was  touched.  As  he  said  to  me  afterward, 
who  but  an  American  would  have  taken  the  trouble 
to  tell  a  stranger  a  thing  like  that !  Not  an 
Englishman,  certainly — he  would  see  you  bankrupt 
first !  He  disguised  his  own  sophistication,  and  said 
he  was  very  much  obliged,  and  he  almost  apologised 
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for  not  being  able  to  take  advantage  of  the  informa¬ 
tion,  and  stick  to  coffee  and  rolls. 

“  But  the  fact  is,”  he  said  in  self-defence,  “we  may 
get  back  for  lunch  and  we  may  not.” 

“  That’s  all  right,”  the  gentleman  replied  with 
distinct  relief.  “  I  didn’t  mind  the  omelette  or 
the  sole,  but  when  it  came  to  fried  chicken  and 
strawberries  I  just  had  to  speak  out.  You  going 
to  make  a  long  stay  in  Paris  ?  ” 

As  they  launched  to  conversation  momma  and  I 
glanced  at  each  other  with  mutual  congratulation. 
It  was  at  last  obvious  that  the  Senator  was  going 
to  enjoy  his  European  experiences  ;  we  had  been  a 
little  doubtful  about  it.  Left  to  ourselves  we  dis¬ 
cussed  our  breakfast  and  the  waiters,  the  only 
French  people  we  could  see  from  where  we  sat, 
and  expressed  our  annoyance,  which  was  great,  at 
being  offered  tooth-picks.  I  was  so  hungry  that  it 
was  only  when  I  asked  for  a  third  large  roll  that  I 
noticed  momma  regarding  me  with  mild  disapproval. 

“  I  fear,”  she  said  with  a  little  sigh,  “  that  you 
are  thinking  very  little  of  what  is  past  and  gone, 
love.” 

“  Momma,”  I  replied,  “  don’t  spoil  my  breakfast.” 
When  momma  can  throw  an  emotional  chill  over 
anything,  I  never  knew  her  to  refrain.  “  I  should 
like  that  gargon  to  bring  me  some  more  bread,”  I 
continued. 

Momma  sighed  even  more  deeply.  “You  may 
have  part  of  mine,”  she  replied,  breaking  it  with  a 
gesture  that  said  such  callousness  she  could  not 
understand.  Her  manner  for  the  next  few  minutes 
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expressed  distinctly  that  she,  at  least,  meant  to  do 
her  duty  by  Arthur. 

Presently  from  the  other  side  of  poppa  came  the 
words,  “  Not  Wick  of  Chicago  !  ” 

“  I  guess  I  can’t  deny  it,”  said  poppa. 

“  Senator  Wick  ?  ” 

Poppa  lowered  his  voice.  “If  it’s  all  the  same 
to  you,”  he  said,  “not  for  the  present.  Just  plain 
Joshua  P.  Wick.  I’m  not  what  you  call  travelling 
incognito,  do  you  see,  but,  so  far  as  the  U.S.  Senate 
is  concerned,  I  haven’t  got  it  with  me.” 

“  Well,  sir,  I  won’t  mention  it  again.  But  all  the 
same,  if  I  may  be  allowed  to  say  so,  I  am  pleased  to 
meet  you,  sir — very  pleased.  I  suppose  they  wired 
you  that  Mike  McConnell’s  got  the  Post  Office.” 

Poppa  held  out  his  hand  in  an  instant  of  speech¬ 
less  gratitude.  “  Sir,”  he  said,  “  they  did  not.  Put 
it  there.  I  said  no  wires  and  no  letters,  and  I’ve 
been  sorry  for  it  ever  since.  Momma,”  he  con¬ 
tinued,  “  daughter,  allow  me  to  present  to  you  Mr  ? 
— Mr  Malt,  who  has  heard  by  cablegram  that  our 
friend  Mr  McConnell  is  Postmaster-General  of 
Chicago.” 

Momma  was  grateful  too,  though  she  expressed 
it  somewhat  more  distantly.  Momma  has  a  great 
deal  of  manner  with  strangers  ;  it  sometimes  com* 
pletely  disguises  her  real  feeling  toward  them.  I 
was  also  grateful,  though  I  merely  bowed,  and 
kicked  the  Senator  under  the  table.  Nobody  would 
have  guessed  from  our  outward  bearing  the  extent 
to  which  our  political  fortunes,  as  a  family,  were 
mixed  up  with  Mike  McConnell’s.  Mr  Malt  imme- 
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diately  said  that  if  there  was  anything  else  he  could 
do  for  us  he  was  at  our  service. 

“  Well,”  said  poppa,  “  I  suppose  there’s  a  good 
deal  of  intrinsic  interest  in  this  town— relics  of 
Napoleon,  the  Bon  Marche,  and  so  on — and  we’ve 
got  to  see  it.  I  must  say,”  he  added,  turning  to 
momma,  “  I  feel  considerably  more  equal  to  it 
now.” 

“It  will  take  you  a  good  long  week,”  said  Mr 
Malt  earnestly,  “  to  begin  to  have  an  idea  of  it. 
You  might  spend  two  whole  days  in  the  Louvre 
itself.  Is  your  time  limited  ?  ” 

“  I  don’t  need  to  tell  any  American  the  market 
value  of  it,”  said  poppa  smiling. 

“  Then  you  can’t  do  better  than  go  straight  to  the 
Louvre.  I’d  be  pleased  to  accompany  you,  only  I’ve 
got  to  go  round  and  see  our  Ambassador — I’ve  got 
a  little  business  with  him.  I  daresay  you  know  that 
one  of  our  man-of-war  ships  is  lying  right  down  here 
in  the  Seine  river.  Well,  the  captain  is  giving  a  re¬ 
ception  to-morrow  in  honour  of  the  Russian  Admiral 
who  happens  to  be  there,  too.  I’ve  got  ladies  with 
me  and  I  wrote  for  four  tickets.  Did  I  get  the  four 
tickets — or  two  of  them — or  one  ?  No,  sir,  I  got  a 
letter  in  the  third  person  singular  saying  it  wasn’t  a 
public  entertainment !  I  wrote  back  to  say  I 
guessed  it  was  an  American  entertainment,  and  he 
could  expect  me,  all  the  same.  He  hadn’t  any  sort 
of  excuse — my  name  and  business  address  were  on 
my  letter  paper.  Now  I’m  just  going  round  to  see 
what  a  United  States  Ambassador’s  for,  in  this  con¬ 
nection.” 
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Mr  Malt  rose  and  the  waiter  withdrew  his  chair. 
“  Thank  you,  garcon,”  said  he.  “  I’m  coming  back 
again — do  you  understand  ?  This  is  not  my  last 
meal,”  and  the  waiter  bowed  as  if  that  were  a  state¬ 
ment  which  had  to  be  acknowledged,  but  was  of 
the  least  possible  consequence  to  him  personally. 

“  Well,  Mr  Wick,”  continued  Mr  Malt,  brushing 
the  crumbs  from  his  waistcoat,  “  I’ll  say  good 
morning,  and  to  your  ladies  also.  I’m  very  pleased 
to  have  met  you.” 

“Well,”  said  momma,  as  he  disappeared,  “if 
every  American  in  Paris  has  decided  to  go  to  that 
reception  there  won’t  be  much  room  for  the 
Russians.” 

“  I  suppose  he’s  a  voter  and  a  tax-payer,  and  he’s 
got  his  feelings,”  replied  poppa.  The  Senator  would 
defend  a  voter  and  a  tax-payer  against  any  imputa¬ 
tion  not  actually  criminal. 

“  I’m  glad  I’m  not  one  of  his  lady-friends,” 
momma  continued.  “  I  don’t  think  I  could  make 
myself  at  home  on  that  man-of-war  under  the 
circumstances.  But  I  daresay  he’ll  drag  them  there 
with  him.  He  seems  to  be  just  that  kind  of  a 
man.” 

“  He’s  a  very  patriotic  kind  of  a  man,”  replied  the 
Senator.  “  It’s  his  patriotism  don’t  you  see,  that’s 
giving  him  all  this  trouble.  It’s  been  outraged. 
Personally  I  consider  Mr  Malt  a  very  intelligent 
gentleman,  and  if  he’d  given  me  an  opening  as  big 
as  the  eye  of  a  needle  I’m  the  camel  that  would 
have  gone  with  him,  Augusta.” 

This  statement  of  the  Senator’s  struck  me  as 
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something  to  be  acted  upon.  If  there  was  to  be  a 
constant  possibility  of  his  going  off  with  any  chance 
American  in  regular  communication  with  the  United 
States,  our  European  tour  would  be  a  good  deal  less 
interesting  than  I  had  been  led  to  expect.  While 
momma  was  getting  ready  for  the  Louvre,  therefore, 
I  stepped  down  to  the  office  and  wired  our  itinerary 
to  his  partner  in  Chicago.  “  Keep  up  daily  com¬ 
munication  by  wire  in  detail,”  I  telegraphed,  “  forward 
copies  all  important  letters  care  Peters.”  Peters  was 
the  tourist  agent  who  had  undertaken  to  bless  our 
comings  and  goings.  I  said  nothing  whatever  to 
poppa,  but  I  felt  a  glow  of  conscious  triumph  when 
I  thought  of  Mr  Malt. 

We  stood  and  realised  Paris  on  the  pavement 
while  the  fiacre  turned  in  from  the  road  and  drew 
up  for  us.  I  had  every  intention  of  being  fascinated 
and  so  had  momma.  We  had  both  heard  often  and 
often  that  good  Americans  when  they  die  go  to  Paris, 
and  that  prepares  one  for  a  good  deal  in  this  life. 
We  were  so  anxious  to  be  pleased  that  we  fastened 
with  one  accord  upon  the  florist’s  shop  under  the 
hotel  and  said  that  it  was  uniquely  charming,  though 
we  both  knew  places  in  Broadway  that  it  couldn’t 
be  compared  with.  We  looked  amiably  at  the 
passers-by,  and  did  our  best  to  detect  in  the  manner 
of  their  faces  that  esprit  that  makes  the  dialogue  of 
French  novels  so  stimulating.  What  I  usually 
thought  I  saw  when  they  looked  at  us  was  a 
leisurely  indifferentism  ornamented  with  the  suspicion 
of  a  sneer,  and  based  upon  a  certain  fundamental 
acquisitiveness  and  ability  to  make  a  valuation  that 
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acknowledged  the  desirability  of  our  presence  on 
business  grounds,  if  not  on  personal  ones.  It  seemed 
to  be  a  preconcerted  public  intention  to  make  as 
much  noise  in  a  given  space  as  possible — we  spoke 
of  the  cheerfulness  of  it,  stopping  our  ears.  The 
cracking  of  the  drivers’  whips  alone  made  a  feu  de 
joie  that  never  ceased,  and  listening  to  it  we  knew 
that  we  ought  to  feel  happy  and  elated.  The 
driver  of  our  fiacre  was  fat  and  rubicund,  he  wore  a 
green  coat,  brass  buttons,  and  a  shiny  top  hat,  and 
looked  as  if  he  drank  constantly.  His  jollity  was 
perfunctory,  I  know,  and  covered  a  grasping  nature, 
but  it  was  very  well  imitated,  like  everything  in 
Paris.  As  he  whirled  us,  with  a  whip-report  like  a 
pistol-shot,  into  the  train  of  traffic  in  the  middle  of 
the  street,  we  felt  that  we  were  indeed  in  the  city  of 
appearances  ;  and  I  put  down  in  my  mind,  not 
having  my  note-book,  that  Paris  lives  up  to  its 
photographs. 

“  We  mustn’t  forget  our  serious  object,  dear,”  said 
momma,  as  we  rolled  over  the  cobblestones — “  our 
literary  object.  What  shall  we  note  this  morning  ? 
The  broad  streets,  the  elegant  shops — do  look  at 
that  one  !  Darling,  is  it  absolutely  necessary  to  go 
to  the  Louvre  this  morning  ?  There  are  some 
things  we  really  need.” 

Momma  addressed  the  Senator.  I  mentioned  to 
her  once  that  her  way  of  doing  it  was  almost 
English  in  its  demonstrativeness,  and  my  other 
parent  told  me  privately  he  wished  I  hadn’t — it 
aggravated  it  so. 

“  Augusta,”  said  poppa,  firmly,  “  I  understand 
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your  feeling*.  I  take  a  human  interest  in  those 
stores  myself,  which  I  do  not  expect  this  picture 
gallery,  etc.,  to  inspire  in  me.  But  there  the  Louvre 
is,  you  see,  and  it’s  got  to  be  done.  If  we  spent  our 
whole  time  in  this  city  in  mere  pleasure  and  amuse¬ 
ment,  you  would  be  the  first  to  reproach  yourself, 
Augusta.” 

A  few  minutes  later,  when  we  had  crossed  the 
stone  quadrangle  and  mounted  the  stairs,  and  stood 
with  our  catalogue  in  the  Salle  Lacaze,  momma  said 
that  she  wouldn’t  have  missed  it  for  anything. 
She  sank  ecstatic  upon  a  bench,  and  gave  to  every 
individual  picture  upon  the  opposite  wall  the  tribute 
of  her  intensest  admiration.  It  was  a  pleasure  to 
see  her  enjoying  herself  so  much  ;  and  poppa  and  I 
vainly  tried  to  keep  up  to  her  with  the  catalogue. 

“  Oh,  why  haven’t  we  such  things  in  Chicago  !  ” 
she  exclaimed,  at  which  the  Senator  checked  her 
mildly. 

“  It’s  a  mere  question  of  time,”  said  he.  “  It  isn’t 
reasonable  to  expect  Pre-Raphaelites  in  a  new 
country.  But  give  us  three  or  four  hundred  years, 
and  we’ll  produce  old  masters  which,  if  you  ladies 
will  excuse  the  expression,  will  knock  the  spots  out 
of  the  Middle  Ages.”  Poppa  is  such  an  optimist 
about  Chicago. 

The  Senator  went  on  in  a  strain  of  criticism  of 
the  pictures  perfectly  moderate  and  kindly — nothing 
he  wouldn’t  have  said  to  the  artists  themselves — 
until  momma  interrupted  him.  “  Don’t  you  think 
we  might  be  silent  for  a  time,  Alexander,”  she  said. 

Momma  does  call  him  Alexander  sometimes.  I 
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didn’t  like  to  mention  it  before,  but  it  can’t  be  con¬ 
cealed  for  ever.  She  says  it’s  because  Joshua  always 
costs  her  an  effort,  and  every  woman  ought  to  have 
the  right  to  name  her  own  husband. 

“  Let  us  offer  to  all  this  genius,”  she  continued, 
indicating  it,  “  the  tribute  of  sealing  our  lips.” 

The  Senator  will  always  oblige.  “  Mine  are 
sealed,  Augusta,”  he  replied,  and  so  we  sat  in 
silence  for  the  next  ten  minutes.  But  I  could 
see  by  his  expression,  in  connection  with  the 
angle  at  which  his  hat  was  tipped,  that  he  was 
comparing  the  productions  before  him  with  the 
future  old  masters  of  Chicago,  and  wishing  it  were 
possible  to  live  long  enough  to  back  Chicago. 

“  How  they  do  sink  in  !  ”  said  momma  at  last. 
“  How  they  sink  into  the  soul  !  ” 

“  They  do,”  replied  the  Senator.  “  1  don’t  deny 
it.  But  I  see  by  the  catalogue,  counting  Salles  and 
Salons  and  all,  there’s  seventeen  rooms  full  of  them. 
If  they’re  all  to  sink  in,  for  my  part  I’ll  have  to 
enlarge  the  premises.  And  we’ve  been  here  three- 
quarters  of  an  hour  already,  and  life  is  short, 
Augusta.” 

So  we  moved  on  where  the  imperishable  faces 
of  Greuze  and  Velasquez  and  Rembrandt  smiled 
and  frowned  and  wondered  at  us.  As  poppa  said, 
it  was  easy  to  see  that  these  people  had  ideas,  and 
were  simply  longing  to  express  them.  “You  feel 
sorry  for  them,”  he  said,  “just  as  you  feel  sorry  for 
an  intelligent  terrier.  But  these  poor  things  can’t 
even  wag  their  tails !  Just  let  me  know  when 
you’ve  had  enough,  Augusta.” 
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Momma  declared,  with  an  accent  of  reproach,  that 
she  could  never  have  enough.  I  noticed,  however, 
that  we  did  not  stay  in  the  second  room  as  long  as 
in  the  first  one,  and  that  our  progress  was  steadily 
accelerating.  Presently  the  Senator  asked  us  to  sit 
down  for  a  few  minutes  while  he  should  leave  us. 

“  There’s  a  picture  here  Bramley  said  I  was  to  see 
without  fail,”  he  explained.  “  It’s  called  ‘  Mona 
Lisa,’  and  it’s  by  an  artist  by  the  name  of  Leonardo 
da  Vinci.  Bramley  said  it  was  a  very  fine  painting, 
but  I  don’t  remember  just  now  whether  he  said  it 
was  what  you  might  call  a  picture  for  the  family  or 
not.  I’ll  just  go  and  ascertain,”  said  the  Senator. 
“  Judging  from  some  of  the  specimens  here,  oil  paint¬ 
ings  in  the  Middle  Ages  weren’t  intended  to  be 
chromo-lithographed.” 

In  his  absence  momma  and  I  discussed  French 
cookery  as  far  as  we  had  experienced  it,  in  detail, 
with  prodigious  yawns  for  which  we  did  not  even 
apologise.  Poppa  was  gone  a  remarkably  short 
time  and  came  back  radiant.  “  I’ve  found  Mona,” 
he  exclaimed,  “  and — she’s  all  right.  Bramley  said 
it  was  the  most  remarkable  portrait  of  a  woman  in 
the  world — looking  at  it,  Bramley  said,  you  become 
insensible  to  everything — forget  all  about  your  past 
life  and  future  hopes — and  I  guess  he’s  about  right. 
Come  and  see  it.” 

Momma  arose  without  enthusiasm,  and  I  thought 
I  detected  adverse  criticism  in  advance  in  her  ex¬ 
pression. 

“  Here  she  is,”  said  the  Senator  presently.  “  Now 
look  at  that !  Did  you  ever  see  anything  more  in- 
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tellectual  and  cynical,  and  contemptuous  and  sweet, 
all  in  one  !  Lookin’  at  you  as  much  as  to  say  ‘  Who 
are  you,  anyhow,  from  way  back  in  the  State  of 
Illinois — commercial  traveller  ?  And  what  do  you 
pretend  to  know  ?  ’  ” 

Momma  regarded  the  portrait  for  a  moment  in 
calm  disapprobation.  "  I  daresay  she  was  very 
clever,”  she  said  at  length,  “  but  if  you  wish  to 
know  my  opinion  I  don't  think  much  of  her.  And 
before  taking  us  to  see  another  female  portrait,  Mr 
Wick,  I  should  be  obliged  if  you  would  take  the 
precaution  of  finding  out  who  she  was." 

After  which  we  drove  quietly  home. 


CHAPTER  VI 


POPPA  decided  that  we  had  better  go  to 
Versailles  by  Cook’s  four-in-hand.  There 
were  other  ways  of  going,  but  he  thought  we  might 
as  well  take  the  most  distinguished.  He  was  careful 
to  explain  that  the  mere  grandeur  of  this  method  of 
transportation  had  no  weight  with  him  ;  he  was 
compelled  to  submit  to  the  ostentation  of  it  for 
another  purpose  which  he  had  in  view. 

“  I  am  not  a  person,”  said  poppa,  “  nor  is  any 
member  of  my  family,  to  thrust  myself  into  aristo¬ 
cratic  circles  in  foreign  lands ;  but  when  an 
opportunity  like  this  occurs  for  observing  them 
without  prejudice,  so  to  speak,  I  believe  in  taking 
it.” 

We  went  to  the  starting  place  early,  so  as  to  get 
good  seats,  for,  as  momma  said,  the  whole  of  the 
Parisian  elite  with  the  President  thrown  in  wouldn’t 
induce  her  to  ride  with  her  back  to  the  horses.  In 
that  position  she  would  be  incapable  of  observation. 

The  coaches  were  not  there  when  we  arrived,  and 
presently  the  Senator  discovered  why.  He  told  us 
with  a  slightly  depressed  air  that  they  had  gone 
round  to  the  hotels. 

“Daughter,”  he  said  to  me,  “  J.  P.  Wick  does 
hate  to  make  a  fool  of  himself,  and  this  morning 
he’s  done  it  twice  over.  The  best  seats  will  go  to 

53 


A  VOYAGE  OF  CONSOLATION  59 


the  people  who  had  the  sense  to  stay  at  their  hotels, 
and  the  fact  that  the  coaches  go  round  shows  that 
they  run  for  tourist  traffic  only.  There  won’t  be 
a  Paris  aristocrat  among  them,”  continued  poppa 
gloomily,  “  Nary  an  aristocrat.” 

When  they  came  up  we  saw  that  there  wasn’t. 
The  coaches  were  full  of  tourist  traffic.  It  was 
mounted  on  the  box  seats  very  high  up,  where  it 
looked  conspicuously  happy,  and  sounded  a  little 
hysterical  ;  and  it  was  packed,  tight  and  warm  and 
anticipant  into  every  available  seat.  From  its  point 
of  vantage,  secured  by  waiting  at  the  hotel  for  it, 
the  tourist  traffic  looked  down  upon  the  Wick  family 
on  the  pavement,  in  irritating  compassion.  As 
momma  said,  if  we  hadn’t  taken  our  tickets  it  was 
enough  to  have  sent  us  to  the  Bon  Marche. 

A  man  in  a  black  frock  coat  and  white  shirt  cuffs 
came  bare-headed  from  the  office  and  pointed  us  out 
to  the  interpreter,  who  wore  brass  buttons.  The 
interpreter  appeared  to  mention  it  to  the  guide,  who 
wiped  his  perspiring  brows  under  a  soft  brown  felt 
hat.  A  fiacre  crawled  round  the  corner  and  paused 
to  look  on,  and  the  Senator  said,  “  Now  which  of 
you  three  gentlemen  is  responsible  for  my  ride  to 
Versailles  ?  ” 

The  interpreter  looked  at  him  with  a  hostile 
expression,  the  guide  made  a  gesture  of  despair  at 
the  volume  of  tourist  traffic,  and  the  man  with  the 
shirt  cuffs  said,  “You  ’ave  took  your  plazes  on  ze 
previous  day  ?  ” 

“  I  took  them  from  you  ten  minutes  ago,”  poppa 
replied.  “  What  a  memory  you’ve  got !  ” 
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“  Zen  zare  is  nothings  guaranteed.  But  we  will 
send  special  carriage,  and  be’ind  you  can  follow  up/’ 
and  he  indicated  the  fiacre  which  had  now  drawn 
into  line. 

“  I  don’t  think  so,”  said  poppa,  “  when  I  buy 
four-in-hand  tickets  I  don’t  take  one-in-hand  accom¬ 
modation.” 

“You  will  not  go  in  ze  private  carriage?” 

“  I  will  not.” 

“  Mais — it  is  much  ze  preferable.” 

“  I  don’t  know  why  I  should  contradict  you,”  said 
poppa,  but  at  that  moment  the  difficulty  was  solved 
by  the  Misses  Bingham. 

“  Guide !  ”  cried  one  of  the  Misses  Bingham, 
beckoning  with  her  fan,  “Nous  voulons  a  descendre! ” 

“  You  want  get  out  ?  ” 

“  Out!  ”  replied  the  Misses  Bingham  with  simul¬ 
taneous  dignity,  and,  as  the  guide  merely  wiped  his 
forehead  again,  poppa  stepped  forward.  “  Can  I 
assist  you  ?  ”  he  said,  and  the  Misses  Bingham 
allowed  themselves  to  be  assisted.  They  were 
small  ladies,  dressed  in  black  pongee  silk,  with 
sloping  shoulders,  and  they  each  carried  a  black  fan 
and  a  brocaded  bag  for  odds  and  ends.  They  were 
not  plainlooking,  and  yet  it  was  readily  seen  why 
nobody  had  ever  married  them  ;  they  had  that  look 
of  the  predestined  single  state  that  you  sometimes 
see  even  among  the  very  well  preserved.  One  of 
them  had  an  eye-glass,  but  it  was  easy  to  note  even 
when  she  was  not  wearing  it  that  she  was  a  person 
of  independent  income,  of  family,  and  of  New 
York. 
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“We  are  quite  willing,”  said  the  Misses  Bingham, 
“  to  exchange  our  seats  in  the  coach  for  yours  in  the 
special  carriage,  if  that  arrangement  suits  you.” 

“  Bon  !  ”  interposed  the  guide,  “  and  opposite  there 
is  one  other  place  if  that  fat  gentleman  will  squeeze 
himself  a  little — eh  ?  ” 

“  Come  along  !  ”  said  the  fat  gentleman  equably. 

“  But  I  couldn’t  think  of  depriving  you  ladies.” 

“  Sir,”  said  one  Miss  Bingham,  “it  is  no  deprivation.” 

“  We  should  prefer  it,”  added  the  other  Miss 
Bingham.  They  spoke  with  decision  ;  one  saw  that 
they  had  not  reached  middle  age  without  knowing 
their  own  minds  all  the  way. 

“To  tell  the  truth,”  added  the  Miss  Bingham 
without  the  eye-glass  in  a  low  voice,  “  we  don’t  think 
we  can  stand  it.” 

“  I  don’t  precisely  take  you,  madam,”  said  the 
Senator  politely. 

“  I’m  an  American,”  she  continued. 

Poppa  bowed.  “  I  should  have  known  you  for  a 
daughter  of  the  Stars  and  Stripes  anywhere,”  he  said 
in  his  most  complimentary  tone. 

Miss  Bingham  looked  disconcerted  for  an  instant, 
and  went  on.  “My  great-grandfather  was  A.D.C.  to 
General  Washington.  I’ve  got  that  much  reason  to 
be  loyal.” 

“  There  couldn’t  have  been  many  such  officers,” 
the  Senator  agreed. 

“  But  when  I  go  abroad  I  don’t  want  the  whole  of 
the  United  States  to  come  with  me.” 

“  It  takes  the  gilt  off  getting  back  for  you  ?  ” 
suggested  Poppa  a  little  stiffly. 
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Miss  Bingham  failed  to  take  the  hint.  “  We  find 
Europe  infested  with  Americans,”  she  continued. 
“It  disturbs  one’s  impressions  so.  And  the  travel¬ 
ling  American  invariably  belongs  to  the  very  least 
desirable  class.” 

“  Now  I  shouldn’t  have  thought  so,”  said  the 
Senator,  with  intentional  humour.  But  it  was  lost 
upon  Miss  Bingham. 

“  Well,  if  you  like  them,”  said  the  other  one,  “  you’d 
better  go  in  the  coach.” 

The  Senator  lifted  his  hat.  “  Madam,”  he  said, 
“  I  thank  you  for  giving  to  me  and  mine  the  privi¬ 
lege  of  visiting  a  very  questionable  scene  of  the  past 
in  the  very  best  society  of  the  present.” 

And  as  the  guide  was  perspiring  more  and  more 
impatiently,  we  got  in. 

For  some  moments  the  Senator  sat  in  silence, 
reflecting  upon  this  sentiment,  with  an  occasionally 
heaving  breast.  Circumstances  forbade  his  talking 
about  it,  but  he  cast  an  eye  full  of  criticism  upon  the 
fiacre  rolling  along  far  in  the  rear,  and  remarked, 
with  a  fervour  most  unusual,  that  he  hoped  they  liked 
our  dust.  We  certainly  made  a  great  deal  of  it. 
Momma  and  I,  looking  at  our  fellow-travellers,  at 
once  decided  that  the  Misses  Bingham  had  been  a 
little  hasty.  The  fat  gentleman,  who  wore  a  straw 
hat  very  far  back,  and  meant  to  enjoy  himself,  was 
certainly  our  fellow-citizen.  So  was  his  wife  and 
brother-in-law.  So  were  a  bride  and  bridegroom  on 
the  box  seat — nothing  less  than  the  best  of  everything 
for  an  American  honeymoon — and  so  was  a  solitary 
man  with  a  short  cut  bristly  beard,  a  slouch  hat,  a 
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pink  cotton  shirt,  and  a  celluloid  collar.  But  there 
was  an  indescribable  something  about  all  the  rest 
that  plainly  showed  they  had  never  voted  for  a 
president  or  celebrated  a  Fourth  of  July.  I  was 
still  revolving  it  in  my  mind,  when  the  fat  gentle¬ 
man,  who  had  been  thinking  of  the  same  thing,  said 
to  his  neighbour  on  the  other  side,  a  person  of  serious 
appearance,  in  a  black  silk  hat,  apropos  of  the  line  he 
had  crossed  by,  “  I  may  be  wrong,  but  I  shouldn’t 
have  put  you  down  to  be  an  American.” 

“  Oh,  I  guess  I  am,”  replied  the  serious  man,  “  but 
not  the  United  States  kind.” 

“  British  North,”  suggested  the  fat  gentleman,  with 
a  smile  that  acknowledged  Her  Majesty.  “  First 
cousin  once  removed,”  and  momma  and  I  looked  at 
one  another  intelligently.  We  had  nothing  against 
Canadians,  except  that  they  generally  talk  as  if  they 
had  the  whole  of  the  St  Lawrence  river  and  Niagara 
Falls  in  a  perpetual  lease  from  Providence — and  we 
had  never  seen  so  many  of  them  together  before. 
The  coach  was  three-quarters  full  of  these  foreigners, 
if  the  Misses  Bingham  had  only  known  ;  but  as  poppa 
afterwards  said,  they  were  probably  not  foreign  enough. 
It  may  have  been  imagination,  but  I  immediately 
thought  I  saw  a  certain  meekness,  a  habit  of  defer¬ 
ence — I  wanted  to  incite  them  all  to  treat  the  Guelphs 
as  we  did.  Just  then  we  stopped  before  the  church 
of  St  Augustin,  and  the  guide  came  swinging  along 
the  outside  of  the  coach  hoarsely  emitting  facts. 
Everybody  listened  intently,  and  I  noticed  upon  the 
Canadian  countenances  the  same  determination  to  be 
instructed  that  we  always  show  ourselves.  We  all 
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meant  to  get  the  maximum  amount  of  information 
for  the  price,  and  I  don’t  think  any  of  us  have  for¬ 
gotten  that  the  site  of  St  Augustin  is  three-cornered, 
and  its  dome  resembles  a  tiara  to  this  day.  For  a 
moment  I  was  sorry  for  the  Misses  Bingham,  who 
were  absorbing  nothing  but  dust  ;  but,  as  momma 
said,  they  looked  very  well  informed. 

It  must  be  admitted  that  we  were  a  little  shy 
with  the  guide — we  let  him  bully  us.  As  poppa 
said,  he  was  certainly  well  up  in  his  subject,  but 
that  was  no  reason  why  he  should  have  treated  us 
as  if  we  had  all  come  from  St  Paul’s  or  Kansas  City. 
There  was  a  condescension  about  him  that  was  not 
explained  by  the  state  of  his  linen,  and  a  familiarity 
that  I  had  always  supposed  confined  exclusively  to 
the  British  aristocracy  among  themselves.  He  had 
a  red  face  and  a  blue  eye,  with  which  he  looked  down 
on  us  with  scarcely  concealed  contempt,  and  he  was 
marvellously  agile,  distributing  his  information  as 
open  street-car  conductors  collect  fares. 

“  They  seem  extremely  careful  of  their  herbage  in 
this  town,”  remarked  the  serious  man,  and  we  noticed 
that  it  was  so.  Precautions  were  taken  in  wire  that 
would  have  dissuaded  a  grasshopper  from  venturing 
on  it.  It  grew  very  neatly  inside,  doubtless  with  a 
certain  chicy  but  it  had  a  look  of  being  put  on  for 
the  occasion  that  was  essentially  Parisian.  Also  the 
trees  grew  up  out  of  iron  plates,  which  was  uncom¬ 
fortable,  though,  no  doubt,  highly  finished,  and  the 
flowers  had  a  cachet  about  them  which  made  one  think 
of  French  bonnets.  As  we  rolled  into  the  Bois  it  be¬ 
came  evident  that  the  guide  had  something  special  to 
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communicate.  He  raised  his  voice  and  coughed,  in  a 
manner  which  commanded  instant  attention. 

“  Ladies — and  genelmen,”  he  said — he  always 
added  the  gentlemen  as  if  they  were  an  after¬ 
thought  —  “  you  are  mos’  fortunate,  mos’  locky. 
Tout  Paris — all  the  folks — are  still  driving  their 
’orse  an’  carriage  ’ere.  One  week  more — the  style 
will  be  all  gone — what  you  say — vamoosed?  Every 
mother’s  son !  An’  Cook’s  excursion  party  won’t  see 
nothin’  but  ole  cabs  goin’  along  !  ” 

“  Can’t  we  get  away  from  them  ?  ”  asked  the 
serious  person.  It  was  humorously  intended — 
certainly  a  liberty,  and  the  guide  was  down  on  it 
in  an  instant. 

“  Get  away  from  them  ?  Not  if  they  know  you’re 
here  !  ” 

At  which  the  serious  man  looked  still  more  serious, 
and  sympathy  for  him  sprang  up  in  every  heart. 

We  passed  Longchamps  at  a  steady  trot,  and  the 
guide’s  statement  that  the  races  there  were  always 
held  on  Sunday  was  received  with  a  silence  that 
evidently  disappointed  him.  It  was  plain  that  he 
had  a  withering  rejoinder  ready  for  Sabbatarians, 
and  he  waited  anxiously,  balanced  on  one  foot,  for  an 
expression  of  shocked  opinion.  It  was  after  we  had 
passed  Mont  Valerien,  frowning  on  the  horizon, 
that  the  man  in  the  pink  cotton  shirt  began  to  grow 
restive  under  so  much  instruction.  He  told  the 
serious  person  that  his  name  was  Hinkson  of  Iowa, 
and  the  serious  person  was  induced  to  reply  that 
his  was  Pabbley  of  Simcoe,  Ontario.  It  was  insub¬ 
ordination — the  guide  was  talking  about  the  shelling 
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from  Mont  Valerien  at  the  time,  with  the  most 
patriotic  dislocations  in  his  grammar. 

“You  understan’  you  see?”  he  concluded.  “Now 
those  two  genelmen,  they  don ’  understand  and  they 
dori  see.  An’  when  they  get  back  to  the  United 
States  they  won’  be  able  to  tell  their  wives  an’ 
sweethearts  anythin’  about  Mont  Valerien !  All 
right  genelmen  —  please  yourselves.  Mais  you 
please  remember  I  am  just  like  William  Shekspeare 
— I  give  no  repetition  !  ” 

It  was  then  that  the  serious  man  demonstrated 
that  Britons,  even  the  North  American  kind,  never 
never  would  be  slaves.  Placing  his  black  silk  hat 
carefully  a  little  further  back  on  his  head  he  leaned 
forward. 

“Now  look  here,  mister,”  he  said,  “you’re  as 
personal  as  a  Yankee  newspaper.  So  far  as  I 
know,  you’re  not  the  friend  of  my  childhood,  nor 
the  companion  of  my  later  years,  except  for  this 
trip  only,  and  I’d  just  as  soon  you  realised  it.  As 
far  as  I  know  you’re  paid  to  point  out  objects  of 
historical  interest.  Don’t  you  trouble  to  entertain 
us  any  further  than  that.  We’ll  excuse  you  !  ” 

“  Ladies  —  an’  genelmen,”  continued  the  guide 
calmly,  “  in  a  lil’  short  while  we  shall  be  approached 
to  the  town  of  St  Cloud.  At  that  town  of  St  Cloud 
will  be  one  genelman  will  take  the  excellen’  group 
— fotograff.  To  appear  in  that  fotograff,  you  will 
please  all  keep  together  with  me.  Afterwards, 
you  will  look  at  the  fountains,  at  the  magnificent 
panorama  de  Paris,  and  we  go  on  to  Versailles. 
On  the  return  journey,  if  you  like  that  fotograff 
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you  can  buy,  if  you  don’t  like,  you  don’  buy.  An’ 
if  you  got  no  wife  an’  no  sweetheart  all  the  same 
you  keep  your  temper  !  ” 

But  Mr  Pabbley  had  settled  his  hat  in  its  normal 
position  and  did  not  intend  to  clear  his  brow  for 
action  again.  All  might  have  gone  well,  had  it  not 
been  for  the  patriotic  sensitiveness  of  Mr  Hinkson 
of  Iowa. 

“  I  think  I  heard  you  pass  a  remark  about 
American  newspapers,  sir,”  said  Mr  Hinkson  of 
Iowa.  “  Think  you’ve  got  any  better  in  Canada  ?  ” 
Mr  Pabbley  smiled.  There  may  have  been  some 
fancied  superiority  in  the  smile. 

“  I  guess  they  suit  us  better,”  he  said. 

“  Got  any  circulation  figures  about  you  ?  ” 

“  Not  being  an  advertising  agent,  I  don’t  carry 
them.” 

“  I  see !  ”  Mr  Hinkson’s  manner  of  saying  he 
saw  clearly  implied  that  there  might  have  been 
other  reasons  why  Mr  Pabbley  declined  to  produce 
those  figures.  We  were  all  listening  now,  and  the 
guide  had  subsided  upon  the  box  seat.  The 
Senator’s  face  wore  the  judicial  expression  it 
always  assumes  when  he  has  a  difficulty  in  keep¬ 
ing  himself  out  of  the  conversation.  It  became 
easier  than  ever  to  separate  the  Republican  and 
the  British  elements  on  that  coach. 

“Well,”  said  Mr  Hinkson,  “don’t  you  folks  get 
pretty  tired  of  paying  Victoria  taxes  sometimes  ?  ” 
The  British  contingent  seemed  to  find  this 
amusing.  The  Americans  looked  as  if  it  were 
no  laughing  matter. 
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“  I  don’t  believe  Her  Majesty  is  much  the  richer 
for  all  she  gets  out  of  us,”  said  Mr  Pabbley. 

“  Oh,  I  guess  you  send  over  a  pretty  good  lump 
per  annum,  don’t  you  ?  ” 

“Not  a  red  cent,  sir,”  said  Mr  Pabbley  decisively. 
“  We  run  our  own  show.” 

“  What  about  that  aristocrat  that  rules  the  country 
up  at  Ottawa  ?  ” 

“  Oh,  he  hasn’t  got  any  say  !  We  get  him  out 
and  pay  him  a  salary  to  save  ourselves  the  trouble 
of  electing  a  president.  A  presidential  election’s 
bad  for  business,  bad  for  politics,  bad  for  morals.” 

“You  seem  to  know.  Doesn’t  it  ever  make  you 
tired  to  hear  yourselves  called  subjects  ?  Don’t  you 
ever  want  to  be  free  and  equal,  like  us?  Trot  out 
the  truth  now — the  George  Washington  article  !  ” 

“  Mister,”  said  Mr  Pabbley,  “  I  flatter  myself  that 
Canadians  are  a  good  deal  like  United  States  folks 
already,  and  I  don’t  mind  congratulating  both  our 
nations  on  the  resemblance.  But  Pm  bound  to  add 
that,  while  I  would  wish  to  imitate  the  American 
people  in  many  ways  still  further,  I  wouldn’t  be  like 
you  personally,  no,  not  under  any  circumstances  nor 
in  any  respect.” 

At  this  moment  it  was  necessary  to  dismount, 
and,  as  poppa  and  I  both  immediately  became  en¬ 
gaged  in  reconciling  momma  to  the  necessity  of 
walking  to  the  top  of  the  plateau,  I  lost  the  rest  of 
the  conversation.  Momma,  when  it  was  necessary 
to  walk  anywhere,  always  became  pathetic  and 
offered  to  stay  behind  alone.  She  declared  on  this 
occasion  that  she  would  be  perfectly  happy  in  the 
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coach  with  the  dear  horses,  and  poppa  had  to  resort 
to  extreme  measures.  “  Please  yourself,  Augusta,” 
he  said.  “  Your  lightest  whim  is  law  to  me,  and 
you  know  it.  But  I’m  going  to  hate  standing  up 
in  that  photograph  all  alone  with  my  only  child, 
like  any  widower.” 

“Alexander!”  exclaimed  momma  at  once.  “What 
a  dreadful  idea  !  I  think  I  might  be  able  to  manage 
it.” 

The  photographer  was  there  with  his  camera. 
The  guide  marshalled  us  up  to  him,  falling  back 
now  and  then  to  bark  at  the  heels  of  the  lagging 
ones,  and,  with  the  assistance  of  a  bench  and  an 
acacia,  we  were  rapidly  arranged,  the  short  ones 
standing  up,  the  tall  ones  sitting  down,  everyone 
assuming  his  most  pleasing  expression,  and  the 
Misses  Bingham  standing  alone,  apart,  on  the  brink, 
looking  on  under  an  umbrella  that  seemed  to 
protect  them  from  intimate  association  with  the 
democracy  in  any  form.  We  saw  the  guide 
approach  them  in  gingerly  inquiry,  but,  before 
simultaneous  waves  of  their  two  black  fans,  he 
retired  in  disorder.  The  bride  had  slipped  her 
hand  upon  her  husband’s  shoulder,  just  to  mark 
his  identity ;  the  fat  gentleman  had  removed  his 
hat  and  hurriedly  put  it  on  again,  and  the  photo¬ 
grapher  had  gone  under  his  curtain  for  the  third 
time,  when  Mr  Hinkson  of  Iowa,  who  sat  in  a 
conspicuous  cross-legged  position  in  the  foreground, 
drew  from  his  pocket  a  handkerchief  and  spread  it 
carefully  out  over  one  knee.  It  was  not  an  ordinary 
handkerchief,  it  was  a  pocket  edition  of  the  Stars 
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and  Stripes,  all  red,  and  blue,  and  white,  and  it 
attracted  the  instant  attention  of  every  eye.  One 
of  the  eyes  was  Mr  Pabbley’s,  who  appeared  to 
clear  the  group  at  a  bound  in  consequence. 

“  Ladies  and  gentlemen,”  exclaimed  Mr  Pabbley 
with  vehemence,  “  does  anyone  happen  to  have  a 
Union  Jack  about  him  or  her?” 

They  felt  in  their  pockets,  but  they  hadn’t. 

“  Then,”  said  Mr  Pabbley,  who  was  evidently 
aroused,  “  unless  the  gentleman  from  Iowa  will 
withdraw  his  handkerchief,  I  refuse  to  sit.” 

“  I  guess  we  aren’t  any  of  us  annexationists,” 
said  a  middle-aged  woman  from  Toronto  in  a 
duster,  and  proceeded  to  follow  Mr  Pabbley. 

The  rest  of  the  Canadians  looked  at  each  other 
undecidedly  for  a  moment  and  then  slowly  filed 
after  the  middle-aged  woman.  There  remained  the 
mere  wreck  of  a  group  clustering  round  the  national 
emblem  on  the  leg  of  Mr  Hinkson.  The  guide 
was  expostulating  himself  speechless,  the  photo¬ 
grapher  was  in  convulsions,  the  Senator  saw  it  was 
time  to  interfere.  Leaning  over,  he  gently  tapped 
the  patriot  from  Iowa  on  the  shoulder. 

“  Aren’t  you  satisfied  with  the  sixty  million  fellow 
citizens  you’ve  got  already,”  said  poppa,  “  that  you 
want  to  grab  nine  half-starved  Canucks  with  a  hand 
camera  ?  ” 

“  They’re  in  the  majority  here,”  said  Mr  Hinkson 
fiercely,  “  and  I  dare  any  one  of  ’em  to  touch  that 
flag.  Go  along  over  there  and  join  ’em  if  you  like 
— they’re  goin’  to  be  done  by  themselves — to  send 
to  Queen  Victoria  !  ” 
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But  that  was  further  than  anybody  would  go, 
even  in  defence  of  cosmopolitanism.  The  Republic 
rallied  round  Mr  Hinkson’s  leg,  while  the  Dominion 
with  much  dignity  supported  Mr  Pabbley.  As 
momma  said,  human  nature  is  perfectly  extra¬ 
ordinary. 

For  the  rest  of  the  journey  to  Versailles  there 
was  hardly  any  international  conversation.  Mr 
Hinkson  tied  his  handkerchief  round  his  neck,  and 
the  Canadians  tried  to  look  as  if  they  had  no 
objection.  We  passed  through  the  villages  of 
Montretout  and  Buze.  I  know  we  did  because 
momma  took  down  the  names,  but  I  fancy  they 
couldn’t  have  differed  much  from  the  general 
landscape,  for  I  don’t  remember  a  thing  about 
them.  The  Misses  Bingham  came  and  sat  next 
us  at  luncheon,  which  flattered  both  momma  and 
me  immensely,  though  the  Senator  didn’t  seem  able 
to  see  where  the  distinction  came  in,  and  during 
this  meal  they  pointed  out  the  fact  that  Mr 
Hinkson  was  drinking  lemonade  with  his  roast 
mutton,  and  asked  us  how  we  could  travel  with 
such  a  combination.  I  remember  poppa  said  that 
it  was  a  combination  that  Mr  Hinkson  and  Mr 
Hinkson  only  had  to  deal  with,  but  momma  and  I 
felt  the  obloquy  of  it  a  good  deal,  though  when 
we  came  to  think  of  it  we  were  no  more  responsible 
for  Mr  Hinkson  than  the  Misses  Bingham  were. 
After  that,  walking  rapidly  behind  the  guide,  we 
covered  centuries  of  French  history,  illustrated  by 
chairs  and  tables  and  fire-irons  and  chandeliers  and 
four-post  beds.  Momma  told  me  afterwards  that 
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she  was  rather  sorry  she  had  taken  me  with  the 
guide  through  Madame  du  Barry’s  fascinating  Petit 
Trianon,  the  things  he  didn’t  say  sounded  so 
improper,  but  when  I  assured  her  that  it  was  only 
contemporary  scandal  that  had  any  effect  on  our 
morals,  she  said  she  supposed  that  was  so,  and 
somehow  one  never  did  expect  people  who  wore 
curled  wigs  and  knee-breeches  to  behave  quite 
prettily.  The  rooms  were  dotted  with  groups  of 
people  who  had  come  in  fiacres  or  by  tramway, 
which  made  it  difficult  for  the  guide  to  impart  his 
information  only  to  those  who  had  paid  for  it.  He 
generally  surmounted  this  by  saying  “  Ladies  and 
genelmen,  I  want  you  to  stick  closer  than  brothers. 
When  you  hear  me  a-talkin’  don’  you  go  turnin’ 
over  your  Baedekers  and  lookin’  out  of  the  window. 
If  I  didn’t  know  a  great  big  sight  more  about 
Versailles  than  Baedeker  does  I  wouldn’t  be  here 
makin’  a  clown  of  myself ;  an’  I’ll  show  you  the 
view  out  of  the  window  all  in  good  time.  You 
see  that  lady  an’  two  genelmen  over  there  ? 
They  re  listenin’  all  right  enough  because  they  don’t 
belong  to  this  party  an’  they  want  to  get  a  little 
information  cheap  price.  All  right — I  let  ’em 
have  it !  ” 

At  which  the  lady  and  two  gentlemen  usually 
melted  away  looking  annoyed. 

We  were  fascinated  with  the  coaches  of  state 
and  much  impressed  with  the  cost  of  them.  As 
momma  said,  it  took  so  very  little  imagination  to 
conjure  up  a  Royal  Philip  inside  bowing  to  the 
populace. 
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“  What  a  pity  we  couldn’t  have  had  them  over,” 
said  poppa  indiscreetly. 

“  Where  you  mean  ?  ”  demanded  the  guide,  “  over 
to  America  ?  I  know — for  that  ole’  Chicago  show  ! 
You  are  the  five  hundred  American  who  has  said 
that  to  me  this  summer  !  Number  five  hundred  ! 
Nossir,  we  don’t  lend  those  carriage.  We  don’t 
even  drive  them  ourself.” 

“No  more  kings  and  queens  nowadays,”  remarked 
Mr  Hinkson,  “  this  century’s  got  no  use  for  them.” 

I  think  the  guide  was  a  Monarchist.  “  Nossir,” 
he  said,  “  you  don’t  see  no  more  kings  an’  queens 
of  France,  but  you  do  see  a  good  many  people 
travellin’  that’s  nothin’  like  so  good  for  trade.” 

At  which  Mr  Pabbley’s  eye  sought  that  of  the 
guide,  and  expressed  its  appreciation  in  a  marked 
and  joyous  wink. 

In  the  Palace,  especially  in  the  picture  rooms, 
there  were  generally  benches  along  the  walls. 
When  momma  observed  this  she  arranged  that  she 
should  go  on  ahead  and  sit  down  and  get  the 
impression,  while  poppa  and  I  caught  up  from  time 
to  time  with  the  guide  and  the  information.  The 
guide  was  quite  agreeable  about  it,  when  it  was 
explained  to  him. 

He  was  either  a  very  thoughtless  or  a  very 
insincere  person,  however.  Stopping  before  the 
portrait  of  an  officer  in  uniform  he  drew  us  all 
together.  The  Canadians,  headed  by  Mr  Pabbley, 
were  well  to  the  fore,  and  it  was  to  them  in  parti¬ 
cular  that  he  appeared  to  address  himself  when  he 
said,  “  Take  a  good  look  at  this  picture,  ladies  and 
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genelmen.  There  is  a  man  wat  lives  in  your  ’istory, 
an’,  if  I  may  say,  in  your  ’art — as  he  does  in  ours. 
There’s  a  man,  ladies  and  genelmen,  that  helped 
you  on  to  liberty.  Take  a  good  look  at  ’im,  you’ll 
be  glad  to  remember  it  afterward.” 

And  it  was  General  Lafayette ! 


CHAPTER  VII 


IT  was  after  dinner  and  we  were  sitting  in  the 
little  courtyard  of  the  hotel  in  the  dark  without 
our  hats — that  is,  momma  and  I  ;  the  Senator  was 
seldom  altogether  without  his  hat.  I  think  he 
would .  have  felt  it  to  be  a  little  indecent.  The 
courtyard  was  paved,  and  there  were  flowers  on  the 
stand  in  the  middle  of  it,  natural  palms  and  arti¬ 
ficial  begonias  mixed  with  the  most  annoying  clever¬ 
ness,  and  little  tables  for  coffee  cups  or  glasses  were 
scattered  about.  Outside  beyond  the  hotel  vestibule 
one  could  see  and  hear  Paris  rolling  by  in  the 
gaslight.  It  was  the  only  place  in  the  hotel  that 
did  not  smell  of  furniture,  so  we  frequented  it.  So 
did  Mr  Malt  and  Mrs  Malt,  and  Emmeline  Malt, 
and  Miss  Callis.  That  was  chiefly  howr  we  made 
the  acquaintance  of  the  Malt  party.  You  can’t 
very  well  sit  out  in  the  dark  in  a  foreign  capital 
with  a  family  from  your  own  State  and  not  get  to 
know  them.  Besides  poppa  never  could  overcome 
his  feeling  of  indebtedness  to  Mr  Malt.  They  were 
taking  Emmeline  abroad  for  her  health.  She  was 
the  popular  thirteen-year-old  only  child  of  American 
families,  and  she  certainly  was  thin.  I  remember 
being  pleased,  sometimes,  considering  her  in  her 
typical  capacity,  that  I  once  had  a  little  brother, 
though  he  died  before  I  was  born. 
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The  two  gentlemen  were  smoking ;  we  could  see 
nothing  but  the  ends  of  their  cigars  glowing  in  their 
immediate  vicinity.  Momma  was  saying  that  the 
situation  was  very  romantic,  and  Mr  Malt  had 
assured  her  that  it  was  nothing  to  what  we  would 
experience  in  Italy.  “  That’s  where  you  get 
romance,”  said  Mr  Malt,  and  his  cigar  end  dropped 
like  a  falling  star  as  he  removed  the  ash.  “  Italy’s 
been  romantic  ever  since  B.C.  All  through  the 
time  the  rest  of  the  world  was  inventing  Magna 
Chartas  and  Doomsday  Books,  and  Parliaments, 
and  printing  presses,  and  steam  engines,  Italy’s 
gone  right  on  turning  out  romance.  Result  is,  a 
better  quality  of  that  article  to  be  had  in  Italy 
to-day  than  anywhere  else.  Further  result,  twenty 
million  pounds  spent  there  annually  by  tourists 
from  all  parts  of  the  civilised  world.  Romance, 
like  anything  else,  can  be  made  to  pay.” 

“  Are  we  likely  to  find  the  beds - ”  began 

Mrs  Malt  plaintively. 

“  Oh  dear  yes,  Mrs  Malt !  ”  interrupted  momma, 
who  thought  everything  entomological  extremely 
indelicate.  “Perfectly.  You  have  only  to  go  to 
the  hotels  the  guide-books  recommend,  and  ever yr 
thing  will  be  quite  propre .” 

“  Well,”  said  Emmeline,  “  they  may  be  propre  in 
Italy,  but  they’re  not  propre  in  Paris.  We  had  to 
speak  to  the  housemaid  yesterday  morning,  didn’t 
we,  mother?  Don’t  you  remember  the  back  of  my 
neck  ?  ” 

“  We  all  suffered  !  ”  declared  Mrs  Malt. 

“  And  I  showed  one  to  her,  mother,  and  all  she 
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would  say  was,  ‘  Jamais  ici ,  mademoiselle ,  ici, 
jamais  !  ”  And  there  it  was,  you  know.” 

“  Emmeline,”  said  her  father,  “  isn’t  it  about  time 
for  you  to  want  to  go  to  bed  ?  ” 

“  Not  by  about  three  hours.  I’m  going  to  get  up 
a  little  music  first.  Do  you  play,  Mis’  Wick  ?  ” 

Momma  said  she  didn’t,  and  Miss  Malt  dis¬ 
appeared  in  search  of  other  performers.  “  Don’t 
you  go  asking  strangers  to  play,  Emmeline,”  her 
mother  called  after  her.  “  They’ll  think  it  forward 
of  you.” 

“  When  Emmeline  leaves  us,”  said  her  father,  “  I 
always  have  a  kind  of  abandoned  feeling,  like  a  top 
that’s  got  to  the  end  of  its  spin.” 

There  was  silence  for  a  moment,  and  then  the 
Senator  said  he  thought  he  could  understand  that. 

“  Well,”  continued  Mr  Malt,  “  you’ve  had  three 
whole  days  now.  I  presume  you’re  beginning  to 
know  your  way  around.” 

“  I  think  we  may  say  we’ve  made  pretty  good  use 
of  our  time,”  responded  the  Senator.  “  This  morn¬ 
ing  we  had  a  look  in  at  the  Luxembourg  picture 
gallery,  and  the  Madeleine,  and  Napoleon’s  Tomb, 
and  the  site  of  the  Bastille.  This  afternoon  we 
took  a  run  down  to  Notre  Dame  Cathedral.  That’s 
a  very  fine  building,  sir.” 

“You  saw  the  Morgue,  of  course,  when  you  were 
in  that  direction,”  remarked  Mr  Malt. 

“  Why  no,”  poppa  confessed,  “  we  haven’t  taken 
much  of  liking  for  live  Frenchmen,  up  to  the  present, 
and  I  don’t  suppose  dead  ones  would  be  any  more 
attractive.” 
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“  Oh,  there’s  nothing  unpleasant,”  said  Mrs  Malt, 
“  nothing  that  you  can  notice .” 

“  Nothing  at  all,”  said  Mr  Malt.  “  They  re¬ 
frigerate  them,  you  know.  We  send  our  beef  to 

England  by  the  same  process - ” 

“  There  are  people,”  the  Senator  interrupted, 
“  who  never  can  see  anything  amusing  in  a 
corpse.” 

“  They  don’t  let  you  in  as  a  matter  of  course,” 
Mr  Malt  went  on.  “  You  have  to  pretend  that 
you’re  looking  for  a  relation.” 

“  We  had  to  mention  Uncle  Sammy,”  said  Mrs 
Malt. 

“  An  uncle  of  Mis’  Malt’s  who  went  to  California 
in  ’49  and  was  never  heard  of  afterward,”  Mr  Malt 
explained.  “  First  use  he’s  ever  been  to  his  family. 
Well,  there  they  were,  seven  of  ’em,  lying  there 
looking  at  you  yesterday.  All  in  good  condition. 
I  was  told  they  have  a  place  downstairs  for  the 
older  ones.” 

“  Alexander,”  said  momma  faintly,  “  I  think  I 
should  like  a  little  brandy  in  my  coffee.  Were 
there— were  there  any  ladies  among  them,  Mr 
Malt  ?  ” 

“  Three,”  Mr  Malt  responded  briskly,  “  and  one 

of  them  had  her  hair - ” 

“  Then  please  don’t  tell  us  about  them,”  momma 

exclaimed,  and  the  silence  that  ensued  was  one  of 

* 

slight  indignation  on  the  part  of  the  Malt  family. 

“You  been  seeing  the  town  at  all,  evenings?” 
Mr  Malt  inquired  of  the  Senator. 

“  I  can’t  say  I  have.  We’ve  been  seeing  so  much 
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of  it  in  the  daytime,  we  haven’t  felt  able  to  enjoy 
anything  at  night  except  our  beds,”  poppa  returned 
with  his  accustomed  candour. 

“Just  so.  All  the  same  there’s  a  good  deal 
going  on  in  Paris  after  supper.” 

“  So  I’ve  always  been  told,”  said  the  Senator, 
lighting  another  cigar. 

“  They’ve  got  what  you  might  call  characteristic 
shows  here.  You  see  a  lot  of  life.” 

“  Can  you  take  your  ladies  ?  ”  asked  the  Senator. 

“  Well  of  course  you  can ,  but  I  don’t  believe  they 
would  find  it  interesting.” 

“  Too  much  life,”  said  the  Senator.  “  I  guess 
that  settles  it  for  me  too.  I  daresay  I’m  lacking  in 
originality  and  enterprise,  but  I  generally  ask  myself 
about  an  entertainment,  ‘  Are  Mrs  and  Miss  Wick 
likely  to  enjoy  it?  If  so,  well  and  good.  If  not,  I 
don’t  as  a  rule  take  it  in.’  ” 

“  He’s  a  great  comfort  that  way,”  remarked 
momma  to  Mrs  Malt. 

“  Oh,  I  don’t  frequent  them  myself,”  said  Mr 
Malt  defensively. 

“  Talking  of  improprieties,”  remarked  Miss  Callis, 
“  have  you  seen  the  New  Salon  ?  ” 

There  was  something  very  unexpected  about  Miss 
Callis ;  momma  complained  of  it.  Her  remarks 
were  never  polished  by  reflection.  She  called 
herself  a  child  of  nature,  but  she  ^really  resided  in 
Brooklyn. 

The  Senator  said  he  had  not. 

“  Then  don’t  you  go,  Mr  Wick.  There’s  a  picture 
there - ” 
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“We  never  look  at  such  pictures,  Miss  Callis,” 
momma  interrupted. 

“  It’s  so  French,”  said  Miss  Callis. 

Momma  drew  her  shawl  round  her  preparatory  to 
withdrawing,  but  it  was  too  late. 

“  Too  French  for  words,”  continued  Miss  Callis. 
“  The  poet  Lamartine,  with  a  note-book  and  pencil 
in  his  hand,  seated  in  a  triumphal  chariot,  drawn 
through  the  clouds  by  beautiful  Muses.” 

“  Oh,”  said  momma,  in  a  relieved  voice,  “  there’s 
nothing  so  dreadfully  French  about  that.” 

“  You  should  have  seen  it,”  said  Miss  Callis.  “It 
was  simply  immoral.  Lamartine  was  in  a  frock 
coat !  ” 

“  There  could  have  been  nothing  objectionable  in 
that,”  momma  repeated.  “  I  suppose  the  Muses - ” 

“  The  Muses  were  not  in  frock  coats.  They  were 
dressed  in  their  traditions,”  replied  Miss  Callis,  “  but 
they  couldn’t  save  the  situation,  poor  dears.” 

Momma  looked  as  if  she  wished  she  had  the 
courage  to  ask  Miss  Callis  to  explain. 

“  In  picture  galleries,”  remarked  poppa,  “  we’ve 
seen  only  the  Luxembourg  and  the  Louvre.  The 
Louvre,  I  acknowledge,  is  worthy  of  a  second  visit. 
But  I  don’t  believe  we’ll  have  time  to  get  round 
again.” 

“  We’ve  got  to  get  a  hustle  on  ourselves  in  a  day 
or  two,”  said  Mr  Malt,  as  we  separated  for  the  night. 
“  There’s  all  Italy  and  Switzerland  waiting  for  us, 
and  they’re  bound  to  be  done,  because  we’ve  got 
circular  tickets.  But  there’s  something  about  this 
town  that  I  hate  to  leave.” 
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"  He  doesn’t  know  whether  it’s  the  Arc  de 
Triomphe  on  the  Bois  de  Boulogne  or  the  Opera 
Comique,  or  what,”  said  Mrs  Malt  in  affectionate 
criticism.  “  But  we’ve  been  here  a  week  over  our 
time  now,  and  he  doesn’t  seem  able  to  tear  himself 
away.” 

“  I’ll  tell  you  what  it  is,”  exclaimed  Mr  Malt, 
producing  a  newspaper,  “  it’s  this  little  old  New 
York  Herald.  There’s  no  use  comparing  it  with 
any  American  newspaper,  and  it  wouldn’t  be  fair 
to  do  so ;  but  I  wonder  these  French  rags,  in  a 
foreign  tongue,  aren’t  ashamed  to  be  published  in 
the  same  capital  with  it.  It  doesn’t  take  above  a 
quarter  of  an  hour  to  read  in  the  mornings,  but  it’s 
a  quarter  of  an  hour  of  solid  comfort  that  you  don’t 
expect  somehow  abroad.  If  the  New  York  Herald 
were  only  published  in  Rome  I  wouldn’t  mind  going 
there.” 

“  There’s  something,”  said  poppa  thoughtfully,  as 
we  ascended  to  the  third  floor,  “  in  what  Malt  says.” 

Next  day  we  spent  an  hour  buying  trunks  for  the 
accommodation  of  the  unattainable  elsewhere.  Then 
poppa  reminded  us  that  we  had  an  important  satis¬ 
faction  yet  to  experience.  “  Business  before  pleas¬ 
ure,”  he  said,  “  certainly.  But  we’ve  been  improving 
our  minds  pretty  hard  for  the  last  few  days,  and  I 
feel  the  need  of  a  little  relaxation.  D.V.  and  W.P., 
I  propose  this  afternoon  to  make  the  ascent  of  the 
Eiffel  Tower.  Are  you  on  ?  ” 

“  I  will  accompany  you,  Alexander,  if  it  is  safe,” 
said  momma,  “  and,  if  it  is  unsafe,  I  couldn’t  possibly 
let  you  go  without  me.” 

F 
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Momma  is  naturally  a  person  of  some  timidity, 
but  when  the  Senator  proposes  to  incur  any  danger, 
she  always  suggests  that  he  shall  do  it  over  her  dead 
body. 

I  forget  where  we  were  at  the  time,  but  I  know 
that  we  had  only  to  walk  through  the  perpetual 
motion  of  Paris,  across  a  bridge,  and  down  a  few 
steps  on  the  other  side,  to  find  the  little  steamer  that 
took  us  by  the  river  to  the  Tower.  We  might  have 
gone  by  omnibus  or  by  fiacre,  but  if  we  had  we  should 
never  have  known  what  a  street  the  Seine  is,  sliding 
through  Paris,  brown  in  the  open  sun,  dark  under 
the  shadowing  arches  of  the  bridges,  full  of  hasten¬ 
ing  comers  and  goers  from  landing-place  to  landing- 
place,  up  and  down.  It  gave  us  quite  a  new 
familiarity  with  the  river,  which  had  been  before 
only  a  part  of  the  landscape,  and  one  of  the  things 
that  made  Paris  imposing.  We  saw  that  it  was  a 
highway  of  traffic,  and  that  the  little  brisk,  business¬ 
like  steamers  were  full  of  people,  who  went  about  in 
them  because  it  was  the  cheapest  and  most  conveni¬ 
ent  way,  and  not  at  all  for  the  pleasure  of  a  trip  by 
water.  We  noticed,  too,  a  difference  in  these  river¬ 
going  people.  Some  of  them  carried  baskets,  and 
some  of  them  read  the  Petit  Journal,  and  they  all 
comfortably  submitted  to  the  good-natured  bullying 
of  the  mariner  in  charge.  There  were  elderly  women 
in  black,  with  a  button  or  two  off  their  tight  bodices, 
and  children  with  patched  shoes  carrying  an  assort¬ 
ment  of  vegetables,  and  middle-aged  men  in  slouch 
hats,  smoking  tobacco  that  would  have  been  forbidden 
by  public  statute  anywhere  else.  They  all  treated 


A  VOYAGE  OF  CONSOLATION  83 

me  with  a  respect  and  consideration  which  we  had 
not  observed  in  the  Avenue  de  l’Opera,  and  I  noticed 
the  Senator  visibly  expanding  in  it.  There  was  also 
a  man  and  a  little  boy,  and  a  dog,  all  lunching  out 
of  the  same  basket.  Afterward,  on  being  requested 
to  do  so,  the  dog  performed  tricks — French  ones — 
to  the  enjoyment  and  satisfaction  of  all  three.  There 
was  a  great  deal  of  politeness  and  good  feeling,  and 
if  they  were  not  Capi  and  Remi  and  Vitalis  in  “  Sans 
Famille ,”  it  was  merely  because  their  circumstances 
were  different. 

As  we  stood  looking  at  the  Eiffel  Tower,  poppa 
said  he  thought  if  he  were  in  my  place  he  wouldn’t 
describe  it.  “  It’s  old  news,”  he  said,  “  and  there’s 
nothing  the  general  public  dislike  so  much  as  that. 
Every  hotel-porter  in  Chicago  knows  that  it’s  three 
hundred  metres  high,  and  that  you  can  see  through 
it  all  the  way  up.  There  it  is,  and  I  feel  as  if  I’d 
passed  my  boyhood  in  its  shadow.  That  way  I  must 
say  it’s  a  disappointment.  I  was  expecting  it  to  be 
more  unexpected,  if  you  understand.” 

Momma  and  I  quite  agreed.  It  had  the  famili¬ 
arity  of  a  demonstration  of  Euclid,  and  to  the  non¬ 
engineering  mind  was  about  as  interesting.  The 
Senator  felt  so  well  acquainted  with  it  that  he 
hesitated  about  buying  a  descriptive  pamphlet. 
“  They  want  to  sell  a  stranger  too  much  information 
in  this  country,”  he  said.  “  The  meanest  American 
intelligence  is  equal  to  stepping  into  an  elevator  and 
stepping  out  again.”  But  he  bought  one  neverthe¬ 
less,  and  was  particularly  pleased  with  it,  not  only 
because  it  was  the  cheapest  thing  in  Paris  at  five 
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cents,  but  because,  as  he  said  himself,  it  contained 
an  amount  of  enthusiasm  not  usually  available  at 
any  price. 

The  Senator  thought,  as  we  entered  the  elevator 
at  the  first  storey,  that  the  accommodation  compared 
very  well  indeed  with  anything  in  his  experience. 
He  had  only  one  criticism — there  was  no  smoking- 
room.  We  had  a  slight  difficulty  with  momma  at 
the  second  storey — she  did  not  wish  to  change  her 
elevator.  Inside  she  said  she  felt  perfectly  secure, 
but  the  tower  itself  she  knew  must  waggle  at  that 
height  when  once  you  stepped  out.  In  the  end,  how¬ 
ever,  we  persuaded  her  not  to  go  down  before  she 
had  made  the  ascent,  and  she  rose  to  the  top  with 
her  eyes  shut.  When  we  finally  got  out,  however, 
the  sight  of  numbers  of  young  ladies  selling  Eiffel 
Tower  mementoes  steadied  her  nerves.  She  agreed 
with  poppa  that  business  premises  would  never  let  on 
anything  but  the  most  stable  basis. 

“  It’s  exactly  as  Bramley  said,”  remarked  the 
Senator.  “  You’re  up  so  high  that  the  scenery,  so 
far  as  Paris  is  concerned,  becomes  perfectly  ridiculous. 
It  might  as  well  be  a  map.” 

“  Don't  look  over,  Alexander,”  said  momma.  “  It 
will  fill  you  with  a  wild  desire  to  throw  yourself  down. 
It  is  said  always  to  have  that  effect.” 

“  ‘  The  past  ends  in  this  plain  at  your  feet,’  ”  quoted 
poppa  critically  from  the  guide-book,  “  ‘  the  future  will 
there  be  fulfilled.’  I  suppose  they  did  feel  a  bit 
uppish  when  they  got  as  high  as  this — but  you’d 
think  France  was  about  the  only  republic  at  present 
doing  business,  wouldn’t  you  ?  ” 
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I  pointed  out  the  Pantheon  down  below  and  St 
Etienne  du  Mont,  and  poppa  was  immediately  filled 
with  a  poignant  regret  that  we  had  spent  so  much 
time  seeing  public  buildings  on  foot.  “  Whereas,” 
said  he,  “  from  our  present  point  of  view  we  could 
have  done  them  all  in  ten  minutes.  As  it  is,  we 
shall  be  in  a  position  to  say  we’ve  seen  everything 
there  is  to  be  seen  in  Paris.  Bramley  won’t  be  able 
to  tell  us  it’s  a  pity  we’ve  missed  anything.  How¬ 
ever,”  he  continued,  “  we  must  be  conscientious  about 
it.  I’ve  no  desire  to  play  it  low  down  on  Bramley. 
Let  us  walk  round  and  pick  out  the  places  of 
interest  he’s  most  likely  to  expect  to  catch  us  on, 
and  look  at  them  separately.  I  should  hate  to 
think  I  wasn’t  telling  the  truth  about  a  thing  like 
that.” 

We  walked  round  and  specifically  observed  the 
“  Ecole  des  Beaux  Arts,”  the  “  Palais  d’Industrie,” 
“  Liberty  Enlightening  the  World,”  and  other  objects, 
poppa  carefully  noting  against  each  of  them  “  seen 
from  Eiffel  Tower.”  As  we  made  our  way  to  the 
river  side  we  noticed  four  other  people,  two  ladies 
and  two  gentlemen,  looking  at  the  military  balloon 
hanging  over  Meudon.  They  all  had  their  backs  to 
us,  and  there  was  to  me  something  dissimilarly 
familiar  about  three  of  those  backs.  While  I  was 
trying  to  analyse  it  one  of  the  gentlemen  turned, 
and  caught  sight  of  poppa.  In  another  instant  the 
highest  elevation  yet  made  by  engineering  skill  was 
the  scene  of  three  impetuous  American  hand-clasps, 
and  four  impulsive  American  voices  were  saying, 
“  Why  how  do  you  do  !  ”  The  gentleman  was 
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Mr  Richard  Dod  of  Chicago,  known  to  our  family 
without  interruption  since  he  wore  long  clothes. 
Mr  Dod  had  come  into  his  patrimony  and  simul¬ 
taneously  disappeared  in  the  direction  of  Europe 
six  months  before,  since  when  we  had  only  heard 
vaguely  that  he  had  lost  most  of  it,  but  was  inalterably 
cheerful  ;  and  there  was  nobody,  apparently,  he 
expected  so  little  or  desired  so  much  to  see  in  Paris 
as  the  Senator,  momma  and  me.  Poppa  called  him 
“  Dick,  my  boy,”  momma  called  him  “  my  dear 
Dicky,”  I  called  him  plain  “  Dick,”  and  when  this 
had  been  going  on  for,  possibly,  five  minutes,  the 
older  and  larger  of  the  two  ladies  of  the  party 
swung  round  with  a  majesty  I  at  once  associated 
with  my  earlier  London  experiences,  and  regarded 
us  through  her  pince  nez.  There  was  no  mistaking 
her  disapproval.  I  had  seen  it  before.  We  were 
Americans  and  she  was  Mrs  Portheris  of  Half-Moon 
Street,  Piccadilly.  I  saw  that  she  recognised  me 
and  was  trying  to  make  up  her  mind  whether,  in 
view  of  the  complication  of  Mr  Dod,  to  bow  or  not. 
But  the  woman  who  hesitates  is  lost,  even  though 
she  be  a  British  matron  of  massive  prejudices  and 
a  figure  to  match.  In  Mrs  Portheris’s  instant  of 
vacillation,  I  stepped  forward  with  such  enthusiasm 
that  she  was  compelled  to  take  down  her  pince  nez 
and  hold  out  a  superior  hand.  I  took  it  warmly, 
and  turned  to  my  parents  with  a  joy  which  was  not 
in  the  least  affected.  “  Momma,”  I  exclaimed,  “  try 
to  think  of  the  very  last  person  who  would  natur¬ 
ally  cross  your  mind — our  relation,  Mrs  Portheris. 
Poppa,  allow  me  to  introduce  you  to  your  aunt — • 
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Mrs  Portheris.  Your  far  distant  nephew  from 
Chicago,  Mr  Joshua  Peter  Wick.” 

It  was  a  moment  to  be  remembered — we  all  said 
so  afterwards.  Everything  hung  upon  Mrs  Portheris’s 
attitude.  But  it  was  immediately  evident  that  Mrs 
Portheris  considered  parents  of  any  kind  excusable, 
even  commendable !  Her  manner  said  as  much — 
it  also  implied,  however,  that  she  could  not  possibly 
be  held  responsible  for  transatlantic  connections  by  a 
former  marriage.  Momma  was  nervous,  but  collected. 
She  bowed  a  distant  Wastgaggle  bow,  an  heirloom 
in  the  family,  which  gave  Mrs  Portheris  to  under¬ 
stand  that  if  any  cordiality  was  to  characterise 
the  occasion,  it  would  have  to  emanate  from  her. 
Besides,  Mrs  Portheris  was  poppa’s  relation,  and 
would  naturally  have  to  be  guarded  against.  Poppa, 
on  the  other  hand,  was  cordiality  itself — he  always  is. 

“  Why,  is  that  so  ?  ”  said  poppa,  looking  earnestly 
at  Mrs  Portheris  and  firmly  retaining  her  hand.  “  Is 
this  my  very  own  Aunt  Caroline  ?  ” 

“  At  one  time,”  responded  Mrs  Portheris  with  a 
difficult  smile,  “  and,  I  fear,  by  marriage  only.” 

“  Ah,  to  be  sure,  to  be  sure  !  Poor  Uncle  Jimmy 
gave  place  to  another.  But  we  won’t  say  any¬ 
thing  more  about  that.  Especially  as  you’ve  been 
equally  unfortunate  with  your  second,”  said  poppa 
sympathetically.  “  Well,  I’m  sure  I’m  pleased  to 
meet  you — glad  to  shake  you  by  the  hand.”  He 
gave  that  member  one  more  pressure  as  he  spoke 
and  relinquished  it. 

“  It  is  extremely  unlooked  for,”  replied  his  Aunt 
Caroline,  and  looked  at  Mr  Dod,  who  quailed,  as  if 
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he  were  in  some  way  responsible  for  it.  “  I  confess 
I  am  not  in  the  habit  of  meeting  my  connections 
promiscuously  abroad.”  When  we  came  to  analyse 
the  impropriety  of  this  it  was  difficult,  but  we  felt  as 
a  family  very  disreputable  at  the  time.  Mr  Dod 
radiated  sympathy  for  us.  Poppa  looked  concerned. 

“  The  fact  is,”  said  he,  “  we  ought  to  have  called 
on  you  at  your  London  residence,  Aunt  Caroline. 
And  if  we  had  been  able  to  make  a  more  protracted 
stay  than  just  about  long  enough,  as  you  might  say, 
to  see  what  time  it  was,  we  would  have  done  so. 
But  you  see  how  it  was.” 

“  Pray  don’t  mention  it,”  said  Mrs  Portheris.  “  It 
is  very  unlikely  that  I  should  have  been  at  home.” 

“  Then  that's  all  right,”  poppa  replied  with  relief. 

“  London  has  so  many  monuments,”  murmured 
Dicky  Dod  regarding  Mrs  Portheris’s  impressive 
back.  “  It  is  quite  impossible  to  visit  them  all.” 

“  The  view  from  here,”  our  relation  remarked  in  a 
leave-taking  tone,  “  is  very  beautiful,  is  it  not  ?  ” 

“  It’s  very  extensive,”  replied  poppa,  “  but  I 
notice  the  inhabitants  round  about  seem  to  think  it 
embraces  the  biggest  part  of  civilisation.  I  admit 
it’s  a  good-sized  view,  but  that’s  what  I  call  enlarging 
upon  it.” 

“  Come,  Mr  Dod,”  commanded  Mrs  Portheris, 
“  we  must  rejoin  the  rest  of  our  party.  They  are 
on  the  other  side.” 

“  Certainly,”  said  Dicky.  “  But  you  must  give 
me  your  address,  Mrs  Wick.  Thanks.  And  there 
now  !  I’ve  been  away  from  Illinois  a  good  long 
time,  but  I’m  not  going  to  forget  to  congratulate 
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Chicago  on  getting  you  once  more  into  the  United 
States  Senate,  Mr  Wick.  I  did  what  I  could  in  my 
humble  way,  you  know.” 

“  I  know  you  did,  Richard,”  returned  poppa  warmly, 
“  and  if  there’s  any  little  Consulship  in  foreign  parts 
that  it  would  amuse  you  to  fill - ” 

Mrs  Portheris,  in  the  act  of  exchanging  unemotional 
farewells  with  momma,  turned  round.  “  Do  I  under¬ 
stand  that  you  are  now  a  Senator  ?  ”  she  inquired. 
“  I  had  no  idea  of  it.  It  is  certainly  a  distinction — 
an  American  distinction  of  course — but  you  can’t 
help  that.  It  does  you  credit.  I  trust  you  will  use 
your  influence  to  put  an  end  to  the  Mormons.” 

“  As  far  as  that  goes,”  poppa  returned  with 
deprecation,  “  I  believe  my  business  does  take  me  to 
the  Capitol  pretty  regularly  now.  But  I’d  be  sorry 
to  think  any  more  of  myself  on  that  account.  Your 
nephew,  Aunt  Caroline,  is  just  the  same  plain 
American  he  was  before.” 

“  I  hope  you  will  vote  to  exterminate  them,” 
continued  Mrs  Portheris  with  decision.  “  Dear  me  ! 
A  Senator — I  suppose  you  must  have  a  great  deal 
of  influence  in  your  own  country  !  Ah,  here  are  the 
truants  !  We  might  all  go  down  in  the  lift  together.” 

The  truants  appeared  looking  conscious.  One  of 
them,  when  he  saw  me,  looked  astonished  as  well, 
and  I  cannot  say  that  I  myself  was  perfectly  unmoved 
when  I  realised  that  it  was  Mr  Mafferton  !  There 
was  no  reason  why  Mr  Mafferton  should  not  have 
been  at  the  top  of  the  Eiffel  Tower  in  the  society  of 
Mrs  Portheris,  Mr  Dod,  and  another,  that  afternoon, 
but  for  the  moment  it  seemed  to  me  uniquely 
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amazing.  *We  shook  hands,  however — it  was  the 
only  thing  to  do — and  Mr  Mafiferton  said  this  was 
indeed  a  surprise  as  if  it  were  the  most  ordinary 
thing  possible.  Mrs  Portheris  looked  on  at  our 
greeting  with  an  air  of  objecting  to  things  she  had 
not  been  taught  to  expect,  and  remarked  that  she 
had  no  idea  Mr  Mafiferton  was  one  of  my  London 
acquaintances.  “  But  then,”  she  continued  in  a  tone 
of  just  reproach,  “  I  saw  so  little  of  you  during  your 
season  in  town  that  you  might  have  made  the 
Queen’s  acquaintance  and  all  the  Royal  Family,  and 
I  should  have  been  none  the  wiser.” 

It  was  too  much  to  expect  of  one’s  momma  that 
she  should  let  an  opportunity  like  that  slip,  and 
mine  took  hold  of  it  with  both  hands. 

“  I  believe  my  daughter  did  make  Victoria’s 
acquaintance,  Mrs  Portheris,”  said  she,  “  and  we 
were  all  very  pleased  about  it.  Your  Queen  has 
a  very  good  reputation  in  our  country.  We  think 
her  a  wise  sovereign  and  a  perfect  lady.  I  suppose 
you  often  go  to  her  Drawing  Rooms.” 

Mrs  Portheris  wore  the  expression  of  one  passing 
through  the  Stone  Age  to  a  somewhat  more  mobile 
period.  “  I  really  think,”  she  said,  “  I  should  have 
been  made  aware  of  that.  To  have  had  a  young 
relative  presented  without  one’s  knowledge  seems  too 
extraordinary.  No,”  she  continued,  turning  to  poppa, 
“  the  only  thing  I  heard  of  this  young  lady — it  came 
to  me  in  a  very  roundabout  manner — was  that  she 
had  gone  home  to  be  married.  Was  not  that  your 
intention?”  asked  Mrs  Portheris,  turning  to  me. 

“It  was,”  I  said.  There  was  nothing  else  to  say. 
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“  Then  may  I  inquire  if  you  fulfilled  it  ?  ” 

“  I  didn’t,  Mrs  Portheris,”  said  I.  I  was  very  red, 
but  not  so  red  as  Mr  Mafferton.  “  Circumstances 
interfered.”  I  was  prepared  for  an  inquiry  as  to 
what  the  circumstances  were,  and  privately  made  up 
my  mind  that  Mrs  Portheris  was  too  distant  a  relation 
to  be  gratified  with  such  information  in  the  publicity 
of  the  Eiffel  Tower.  But  she  merely  looked  at  me 
with  suspicion,  and  said  it  was  much  better  that 
young  people  should  discover  their  unsuitability  to 
one  another  before  marriage  than  after.  “  I  can  con¬ 
ceive  nothing  more  shocking  than  divorce,”  said  Mrs 
Portheris,  and  her  tone  indicated  that  I  had  probably 
narrowly  escaped  it. 

We  were  rather  a  large  party  as  we  made  our  way 
to  the  elevator,  and  I  found  myself  behind  the  others 
in  conversation  with  Dicky  Dod.  It  was  a  happi¬ 
ness  to  come  thus  unexpectedly  upon  Dicky  Dod 
• — he  gave  forth  all  that  is  most  exhilarating  in  our 
democratic  civilisation,  and  he  was  in  excellent  spirits. 
As  the  young  lady  of  Mrs  Portheris’s  party  joined 
us  I  thought  I  found  a  barometric  reading  in  Mr 
Dod’s  countenance  that  explained  the  situation.  “  I 
remember  you,”  she  said  shyly,  and  there  was  some¬ 
thing  in  this  innocent  audacity,  and  the  blush  which 
accompanied  it  that  helped  me  to  remember  her  too. 
“  You  came  to  see  mamma  in  Half-Moon  Street  once. 
I  am  Isabel.” 

“  Dear  me  !  ”  I  replied,  “  so  you  are.  I  remember 
— you  had  to  go  upstairs,  hadn’t  you.  Please  don’t 
mind,”  I  went  on  hastily  as  Isabel  looked  distressed, 
“  you  couldn’t  help  it.  I  was  very  unexpected,  and 
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I  might  have  been  dangerous.  How — how  you’ve 
grown  !  ”  I  really  couldn’t  think  of  anything  else 
to,  say. 

Isabel  blushed  again,  Dicky  observing  with  ab¬ 
sorbed  adoration.  It  was  lovely  colour.  “You 
know  I  haven’t  really,”  she  said,  “  it’s  all  one’s  long 
frocks  and  doing  up  one’s  hair,  you  know.” 

“  Miss  Portheris  only  came  out  two  months  ago,” 
remarked  Mr  Dod,  with  the  effect  of  announcing  that 
Venus  had  just  arisen  from  the  foam. 

“  Come,  young  people,”  Mrs  Portheris  exclaimed 
from  the  lift ;  “  we  are  waiting  for  you.”  Poppa  and 
momma  and  Mr  Mafferton  were  already  inside.  Mrs 
Portheris  stood  in  the  door.  As  Isabel  entered,  I 
saw  that  Mr  Dod  was  making  the  wildest  efforts  to 
communicate  something  to  me  with  his  left  eye. 

“  Come,  young  people,”  repeated  Mrs  Portheris. 

“  Do  you  think  it’s  safe  for  so  many  ?  ”  asked 
Dicky  doubtfully.  “  Suppose  anything  should  give , 
you  know  !  ” 

Mrs  Portheris  looked  undecided.  Momma,  from 
the  interior,  immediately  proposed  to  get  out. 

“  Safe  as  a  church,”  remarked  the  Senator. 

“  What  do  you  mean,  Dod  ?  ”  demanded  Mr 
Mafferton. 

“Well,  it’s  like  this,”  said  Dicky;  “Miss  Wick  is 
rather  nervous  about  overcrowding,  and  I  think  it’s 
better  to  run  no  risks  myself.  You  all  go  down, 
and  we’ll  follow  you  next  trip.  See  ?  ” 

“  I  suppose  you  will  hardly  allow  that ,  Mrs  Wick,” 
said  our  relation,  with  ominous  portent. 

“list  ce  qne  vous  voulez  a  dt'scendre,  monsieur  ?  ” 
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inquired  the  official  attached  to  the  elevator,  with 
some  impatience. 

“  I  don’t  see  what  there  is  to  object  to — I  suppose 
it  would  be  safer,”  momma  replied  anxiously,  and 
the  official  again  demanded  if  we  were  going  down. 

“  Not  this  trip,  thank  you,”  said  Dicky,  and  turned 
away.  Mrs  Portheris,  who  had  taken  her  seat,  rose 
with  dignity.  “  In  that  case,”  said  she,  “  I  also  will 
remain  at  the  top  ;  ”  but  her  determination  arrived 
too  late.  With  a  ferocious  gesture  the  little  official 
shut  the  door  and  gave  the  signal,  and  Mrs  Portheris 
sank  earthwards,  a  vision  of  outraged  propriety.  I 
felt  sorry  for  momma. 

“  And  now,”  I  inquired  of  Mr  Dod,  “  why  was  the 
elevator  not  safe  ?  ” 

“  I’ll  tell  you,”  said  Dicky.  “  Do  you  know  Mrs 
Portheris  well  ?  ” 

“Very  slightly  indeed,”  I  replied. 

“  Not  well  enough  to — sort  of  chum  up  with  our 
party,  I  suppose.” 

“  Not  for  worlds,”  said  I. 

Dicky  looked  so  disconsolate  that  I  was  touched. 

“  Still,”  I  said,  “  you’d  better  trot  out  the  circum¬ 
stances,  Dicky.  We  haven’t  forgotten  what  you  did 
in  your  humble  way,  you  know,  at  election  time.  I 
can  promise  for  the  family  that  we’ll  do  anything  we 
can.  You  mustn’t  ask  us  to  poison  her,  but  we 
might  lead  her  into  the  influenza.” 

“  It’s  this  way,”  said  Mr  Dod.  “  How  remarkably 
contracted  the  Place  de  la  Concorde  looks  down 
there,  doesn’t  it  !  It’s  like  looking  through  the 
wrong  end  of  an  opera  glass.” 
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“  I’ve  observed  that,”  I  said.  “It  won’t  be  fair 
to  keep  them  waiting  very  long  down  there  on  the 
earth,  you  know,  Dicky.” 

“  Certainly  not !  Well,  as  I  was  saying,  your 
poppa’s  aunt  Caroline  is  a  perfect  fiend  of  a 
chaperone.  By  Jove,  Mamie,  let’s  be  silhouetted  !  ” 

“  Poppa  was  silhouetted,”  I  said,  “  and  the  artist 
turned  him  out  the  image  of  Senator  Frye.  Now 
he  doesn’t  resemble  Senator  Frye  in  the  least  degree. 
The  elevator  is  ascending,  Richard.” 

Richard  blushed  and  looked  intently  at  the  horizon 
beyond  Montmartre. 

“  You  see,  between  Miss  Portheris  and  me,  it’s  this 
way,”  he  began  recklessly,  but  with  the  vision  before 
my  eyes  of  momma  on  the  steps  below  wanting  her 
tea,  I  cut  him  short. 

“  So  far  as  you  are  concerned,  Dicky,  I  see  the 
way  it  is,”  I  interposed  sympathetically.  “  The 
question  is - ” 

“  Exactly.  So  it  is.  About  Isabel.  But  I  can’t 
find  out.  It  seems  to  be  so  difficult  with  an  English 
girl.  Doesn’t  seem  to  think  such  a  thing  as  a — 
a  proposal  exists.  Now  an  American  girl  is  just  as 
ready - ” 

“  Richard,”  I  interrupted  severely,  “  the  circum¬ 
stances  do  not  require  international  comparisons. 
By  the  way,  how  do  you  happen  to  be  travelling 
with — with  Mr  Mafferton  ?  ” 

“  That’s  exactly  where  it  comes  in,”  Mr  Dod 
exclaimed  luminously.  “You’d  think,  the  way 
Mafferton  purrs  round  the  old  lady,  he’d  been  a 
friend  of  the  family  from  the  beginning  of  time ! 
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Fact  is,  he  met  them  two  days  before  they  left 
London.  I  had  known  them  a  good  month,  and 
the  venerable  one  seemed  to  take  to  me  con¬ 
siderably.  There  wasn’t  a  cab  she  wouldn’t  let  me 
call,  nor  a  box  at  the  theatre  she  wouldn’t  occupy, 
nor  a  supper  she  wouldn’t  try  to  enjoy.  Used  to 
ask  me  to  tea.  Inquired  whether  I  was  High  or 
Low.  That  was  awful,  because  I  had  to  chance  it, 
being  Congregational,  but  I  hit  it  right — she’s  Low, 
too,  strong.  Isabel  always  made  the  tea  out  of  a 
canister  the  old  lady  kept  locked.  Singular  habit 
that,  locking  tea  up  in  a  canister.” 

“  You  are  wandering,  Dicky,”  I  said.  “  And 
Isabel  used  to  ask  you  whether  you  would  have 
muffins  or  brown  bread  and  butter — I  know.  Go 
on.” 

“  Girls  have  intuition,”  remarked  Mr  Dod  with 
a  glance  of  admiration  which  I  discounted  with 
contempt.  “  Well,  then  old  Mafferton  turned  up 
here  a  week  ago.  Since  then  I  haven’t  been 
waltzing  in  as  I  did  before.  Old  lady  seems  to 
think  there’s  a  chance  of  keeping  the  family  pure 
English — seems  to  think  she’d  like  it  better — 
see  ?  At  least,  I  take  it  that  way ;  he’s  cousin 
to  a  lord,”  Dick  added  dejectedly,  “  and  you 
know  financially  I’ve  been  coming  through  a  cold 
season.” 

“  It’s  awkward,”  I  admitted,  “  but  old  ladies  of 
no  family  are  like  that  over  here.  I  know  Mrs 
Portheris  is  an  old  lady  of  no  family,  because  she’s 
a  connection  of  ours,  you  see.  What  about  Isabel  ? 
Can’t  you  tell  the  least  bit  ?  ” 
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“  How  can  a  fellow  ?  She  blushes  just  as  much 
when  he  speaks  to  her  as  when  I  do.” 

“  But  are  you  quite  sure,”  I  asked  delicately, 
“whether  Mr  Mafferton  is — interested?” 

“  There’s  the  worst  kind  of  danger  of  it,”  Dicky 
replied  impressively.  “  I  don’t  know  whether  I 
ought  to  tell  you,  but  the  fact  is  Mafferton’s  just 
got  the  sack — I  beg  your  pardon — just  been 
congeed  himself.  They  say  she  was  an  American 
and  it  was  a  bad  case ;  she  behaved  most  un¬ 
feelingly.” 

“  You  shouldn’t  believe  all  you  hear,”  I  said, 
“  but  I  don’t  see  what  that  has  to  do  with  it.” 

“  Why  he’s  just  in  the  mood  to  console  himself. 
What  fellow  would  think  twice  of  being  thrown 
over,  if  Miss  Portheris  were  the  alternative  !  ” 

“  It  depends,  Dicky,”  I  observed.  “  You  are 
jumping  at  conclusions.” 

“  What  I  hoped,”  he  went  on  regretfully  as  we 
took  our  places  in  the  elevator,  “  was  that  we  might 
travel  together  a  bit  and  that  you  wouldn’t  mind 
just  now  and  then  taking  old  Mafferton  off  our 
hands,  you  know.” 

“  Dicky,”  I  said,  as  we  swiftly  descended,  “  here 
is  our  itinerary.  Genoa,  you  see,  then  Pisa,  Rome, 
Naples,  Rome  again,  Florence,  Venice,  Verona,  up 
through  the  lakes  to  Switzerland,  and  so  on.  We 
leave  to-morrow.  If  we  should  meet  again,  I  don’t 
promise  to  undertake  it  personally,  but  I’ll  see  what 
momma  can  do 


CHAPTER  VIII 


POPPA  said  as  we  steamed  out  of  Paris  that 
night  that  the  Presidency  itself  would  not 
induce  him  to  reside  there,  and  I  think  he  meant  it. 
I  don’t  know  whether  the  omnibus  numeros  and  the 
correspondances  where  you  change,  or  the  men  sitting 
staring  on  the  side  walks  drinking  things  for  hours 
at  a  time,  or  getting  no  vegetables  to  speak  of  with 
his  joint,  annoyed  him  most,  but  he  was  very  decided 
in  his  views.  Momma  and  I  were  not  quite  so 
certain  ;  we  had  a  guilty  sense  of  ingratitude  when 
we  thought  of  the  creations  in  the  van  ;  but  the 
cobblestones  biassed  momma  a  good  deal,  who 
hoped  she  should  get  some  sleep  in  Italy.  I  had 
breakfasted  that  morning  in  the  most  amusing  way 
with  Dicky  Dod  at  a  cafe  in  the  Champs  Elys^es — 
poppa  and  momma  had  an  engagement  with  Mr  and 
Mrs  Malt  and  couldn’t  come — and  in  the  leniency 
of  the  recollection  I  said  something  favourable  about 
the  Arc  de  Triomphe  at  sunset;  but  I  gathered  from 
the  Senator’s  remarks  that,  while  the  sunset  was  fine 
enough,  he  didn’t  see  the  propriety  in  using  it  that 
way  as  a  background  for  Napoleon  Bonaparte,  so  to 
speak. 

“  Result  is,”  said  the  Senator,  “  the  intelligent 
foreigner’s  got  pretty  nearly  to  go  out  of  the  town 
to  s'ee  a  sunset  without  having  to  think  about 
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Aboukir  and  Alexandria.  But  that’s  Paris  all 
over.  There  isn’t  a  street,  or  a  public  building,  or 
a  statue,  or  a  fountain,  or  a  thing  that  doesn’t  shout 
at  you,  ‘  Look  at  me !  Think  about  me !  Your 
admiration  or  your  life  !  ’  Those  Frenchmen  don’t 
mind  it  because  it  only  repeats  what  they’re  always 
saying  themselves,  but  if  you’re  a  foreigner  it 
gets  on  your  nerves.  That  city  is  too  uniformly 
fine  to  be  of  much  use  to  me — it  keeps  me  all  the 
time  wondering  why  I’m  not  in  one  eternal  good 
humour  to  match.  There’s  good  old  London 
now — always  looks,  I  should  think,  just  as  you 
feel.  Looks  like  history,  too,  and  change,  and 
contrast,  and  the  different  varieties  of  the  human 
lot.” 

“  I  see  what  you  mean,  poppa,”  I  said.  “  There’s 
too  much  equality  in  Paris,  isn’t  there — to  be  inter¬ 
esting,”  but  the  Senator  was  too  deeply  engaged  in 
getting  out  momma’s  smelling  salts  to  corroborate 
this  interpretation. 

It  is  a  very  long  way  to  Genoa  if  you  don’t  stop 
at  Aix-les-Bains  or  anywhere — twenty-four  hours — 
but  Mont  Cenis  occurs  in  the  night,  which  is  suitable 
in  a  tunnel.  There  came  a  chill  through  the  dark¬ 
ness  that  struck  to  one’s  very  marrow,  and  we  all 
rose  with  one  accord  and  groped  about  for  more 
rugs.  When  broad  daylight  came  it  was  Savoy, 
and  we  realised  what  we  had  been  through.  The 
Senator  was  inclined  to  deplore  missing  the  realisa¬ 
tion  of  the  Mont  Cenis,  and  it  was  only  when 
momma  said  it  was  a  pity  he  hadn’t  taken  a  train 
that  would  have  brought  us  through  in  the  day-time 


A  VOYAGE  OF  CONSOLATION  99 


and  enabled  him  to  examine  it,  that  he  ceased  to 
express  regret.  My  parents  are  often  vehicles  of 
philosophy  for  each  other. 

Besides,  in  the  course  of  the  morning  the  Senator 
acknowledged  that  he  got  more  tunnels  than  he  had 
any  idea  he  had  paid  for.  They  came  with  a  pre¬ 
cipitancy  that  interfered  immensely  with  any  con¬ 
nected  idea  of  the  scenery,  though  momma,  in  my 
interest,  did  her  best  to  form  one.  “  Note,  my 
love,”  she  said,  as  we  began  to  penetrate  the 
frontier  country,  “  that  majestic  blue  summit  on 
the  horizon  to  the  left  ” — obliteration,  and  another 
tunnel  !  Don't  miss  that  jagged  line  of  snows  just 
beyond  the  back  of  poppa’s  head,  dear  one.  Quick! 
they  are  melting  away  !” — but  the  next  tunnel  was 
quicker.  “Put  down  that  the  dazzling  purity  of  these 
lovely  peaks  must  be  realised,  for  it  cannot  be  ” — 
darkness,  and  the  blight  of  another  tunnel.  It  was 
very  hard  on  momma’s  imagination,  and  she  finally 
accepted  the  Senator’s  warning  that  it  would  be 
thrown  completely  out  of  gear  if  she  went  on,  and 
abandoned  the  attempt  to  form  complete  sentences 
between  tunnels.  It  was  much  simpler  to  exclaim 
“  Splendid  !  ”  or  “  Glorious  !  ”  which  one  could  gener¬ 
ally  do  without  being  interrupted. 

We  were  not  prepared  to  enjoy  anything  when 
we  arrived  at  Genoa,  but  there  was  Christopher 
Columbus  in  bronze,  just  outside  the  station  in  a 
little  place  by  himself,  and  we  felt  bound  to  give 
him  our  attention  before  we  went  any  further.  He 
was  patting  America  on  the  head,  both  of  them  life 
size,  and  carrying  on  that  historical  argument  with 
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his  sailors  in  bas-relief  below  ;  and  he  looked  a  very 
fine  character.  As  poppa  said,  he  was  just  the 
man  you  would  pick  out  to  discover  America.  The 
Senator  also  remarked  that  you  could  see  from  the 
position  of  the  statue,  right  there  in  full  view  of  the 
travelling  public,  that  the  Genoese  thought  a  lot  of 
Columbus  ;  relied  upon  him,  in  fact,  as  their  biggest 
attraction.  Momma  examined  him  from  the  carriage. 
She  said  it  was  most  gratifying  to  see  him  there  in 
his  own  home,  so  to  speak  ;  but  her  enthusiasm  did 
not  induce  her  to  get  out.  Momma’s  patriotism  has 
always  to  be  considered  in  connection  with  the  state 
of  her  nerves. 

The  state  of  all  our  nerves  was  healed  in  a 
quarter  of  an  hour.  The  Senator  showed  his 
coupons  somewhat  truculently,  but  they  were  re¬ 
ceived  as  things  of  price  with  disarming  bows  and 
real  gladness.  We  were  led  through  rambling 
passages  into  lofty  white  chambers,  with  marble 
floors  and  iron  bedsteads,  full  of  simplicity  and 
cleanliness,  where  we  removed  all  recollections  of 
Paris  without  being  obliged  to  consider  a  stuffy 
carpet  or  satin-covered  furniture.  Italy,  in  the 
persons  of  the  portier  and  the  chambermaid,  laid 
hold  of  us  with  intelligible  smiles,  and  we  were 
charmed.  Inside,  the  place  was  full  of  long  free 
lines  and  cool  polished  surfaces,  and  pleasant 
curves.  Outside,  a  thick-fronded  palm  swayed  in 
the  evening  wind  against  a  climbing  hill  of  many- 
tinted,  many-winded  houses,  in  all  the  soft  colours 
we  knew  of  before.  When  the  portier  addressed 
momma  as  “  Signora  ”  hbr  cup  of  bliss  ran  over, 
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and  she  made  up  her  mind  that  she  felt  able,  after 
all,  to  go  down  to  dinner. 

Remembering  their  sentiments,  we  bowed  as 
slightly  as  possible  when  we  saw  the  Miss 
Binghams  across  the  table,  and  the  Senator  threw 
that  into  his  voice,  as  he  inquired  how  they  liked 
la  belle  Italie  so  far,  and  whether  they  had  had 
any  trouble  with  their  trunks  coming  in,  which 
might  have  given  them  to  understand  that  his 
politeness  was  very  perfunctory.  If  they  perceived 
it,  they  allowed  it  to  influence  them  the  other  way, 
however.  They  asked,  almost  as  cordially  as  if  we 
were  middle-class  English  people,  whether  we  had 
actually  survived  that  trip  to  Versailles,  and  forbore 
to  comment  when  we  said  we  had  enjoyed  it,  beyond 
saying  that  if  there  was  one  enviable  thing  it  was 
the  American  capacity  for  pleasure.  Yet  one  could 
see  quite  plainly  that  the  vacuum  caused  by  the 
absence  of  the  American  capacity  for  pleasure  was 
filled  in  their  case  by  something  very  superior  to  it. 

“  This  city  new  to  you  ?  ”  asked  the  Senator  as 
the  meal  progressed. 

“  In  a  sense ,  yes,”  replied  Miss  Nancy  Bingham. 

“  We’ve  never  studied  it  before,”  said  Miss  Cora. 

“  I  suppose  it  has  a  fascination  all  its  own,” 
remarked  momma. 

“  Oh,  rather  !  ”  exclaimed  Miss  Nancy  Bingham, 
and  I  reflected  that  when  she  was  in  England  she 
must  have  seen  a  great  deal  of  school-boy  society. 
I  decided  at  once,  noting  its  effect  upon  the  lips  of 
a  middle-aged  maiden  lady,  that  momma  must  not 
be  allowed  to  pick  up  the  expression. 
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“  It’s  simply  full  of  associations  of  old  families — 
the  Dorias,  the  Pallavicinis,  the  Durazzos,”  remarked 
Miss  Cora.  “  Do  you  gloat  on  the  medieeval  ?  ” 

“  We’re  perfectly  prepared  to,”  said  the  Senator. 
“  I  believe  we’ve  got  both  Murray  and  Baedeker  for 
this  place.  Now  do  you  commit  your  facts  to 
memory  before  going  to  bed  the  night  previous,  or 
do  you  learn  them  up  as  you  go  along  ?  ” 

“  Oh,”  said  Miss  Nancy  Bingham,  “  we  are  of  the 
opinion  that  one  should  always  visit  these  places 
with  a  mind  prepared.  Though  I  myself  have  no 
objection  to  carrying  a  guide-book,  provided  it  is 
covered  with  brown  paper.” 

“  Then  you  acquire  it  all  beforehand,”  commented 
the  Senator.  “  That,  I  must  say,  is  commendable 
of  you.  And  it’s  certainly  the  only  business-like 
way  of  proceeding.  The  amount  of  time  a  person 

loses  fooling  over  Baedeker  on  the  spot - ” 

“  One  of  us  does,”  acknowledged  Miss  Nancy. 
“  We  take  it  in  turns.  And  I  must  say  it  is  gener¬ 
ally  my  sister.”  And  she  turned  to  Miss  Cora, 
who  blushed  and  said,  “  How  can  you,  Nancy  !  ” 

“  And  you  use  her,  for  that  particular  public 
building  or  historic  scene,  as  a  sort  of  portable,  self¬ 
acting  reference  library,”  remarked  poppa.  “  That’s 
an  idea  that  commends  itself  to  me,  daughter,  in 
connection  with  you.” 

I  was  about  to  reply  in  terms  of  deprecation, 
when  a  confusion  of  sound  drifted  in  from  the  street, 
of  arriving  cabs  and  expostulating  voices.  The 
Miss  Binghams  looked  at  each  other  in  consternation 
and  said  with  one  accord  “It  was  the  Fttlda !  ” 
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“Was  it?”  inquired  poppa.  “Do  you  refer  to 
the  German  Lloyd  steamship  of  that  name  ?  ” 

“  We  do,”  said  Miss  Nancy.  “  About  an  hour 
ago  we  were  sure  we  saw  her  steaming  into  the 
harbour.” 

“She  comes  from  New  York,  I  suppose,”  momma 
remarked. 

“  She  does  indeed,”  said  Miss  Nancy,  “and  she’s 
been  lying  at  the  docks  unloading  Americans  ever 
since  she  arrived.  And  here  they  are.  Cora,  have 
you  finished  ?  ” 

Cora  said  she  had,  and  without  further  parley 
the  ladies  rose  and  rustled  away.  Their  invading 
fellow-countrymen  gratefully  took  their  places,  and 
the  Senator  sent  a  glance  of  scorn  after  them  strong 
enough  to  make  them  turn  round.  After  dinner,  we 
saw  a  collection  of  cabin  trunks  and  valises  standing 
in  the  entrance  hall  labelled  BINGHAM,  and  knew 
that  Miss  Nancy  and  Miss  Cora  were  again  in  flight 
before  the  Nemesis  of  the  American  Eagle.  I  will 
not  repeat  poppa’s  sentiments. 

On  the  hotel  doorstep  next  morning  waited 
Alessandro  Bebbini.  He  waited  for  us — an  hour 
and  a  half,  because  momma  had  some  re- packing  to 
do  and  we  were  going  on  next  day.  Nobody  had 
asked  him  to  wait,  but  he  had  a  carriage  ready  and 
the  look  of  having  been  ordered  three  months  pre¬ 
viously.  He  presented  his  card  to  the  Senator, 
who  glanced  at  him  and  said,  “  Do  I  look  as  if  I 
wanted  a  shave  ?  ” 

Alessandro  Bebbini  smiled— an  olive  flash  of  pity 
and  amusement.  “  I  make  not  the  shava,  Signore,” 
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he  said,  “  I  am  the  courier — for  your  kind  dis- 
positione  I  am  here.” 

“You  should  never  judge  foreigners  by  their 
appearance,  Alexander,”  rebuked  momma. 

“  Well,  Mr  Bebbini,”  said  the  Senator,  “  I  guess 
I’ve  got  to  apologise  to  you.  You  see  they  told 
me  inside  there  that  I  should  probably  find  a — a 
tonsorial  artist  out  here  on  the  steps  ” — poppa  never 
minds  telling  a  story  to  save  people’s  feelings. 
“  But  you  haven’t  convinced  me,”  he  continued, 
“  that  I’ve  got  any  use  for  a  courier.” 

“  You  wish  see  Genoa — is  it  not  ?  ” 

“  Well,  yes,”  replied  the  Senator,  “  it  is.” 

“  Then  with  me  you  come  alonga.  I  will  trans¬ 
late  you  the  city — shoppia,  pallass — w’at  you  like. 
Also  I  am  not  dear  man  neither.  In  the  season 
yes.  Then  I  am  very  dear.  But  now  is  nobody.” 

“  What  does  your  time  cost  to  buy,”  demanded 
poppa. 

“  Very  cheap  price.  Two  francs  one  hour.  Ten 
francs  one  day.  But  if  with  you  I  travel,  make 
arrangimento,  you  und’stan’,  look  for  traina, — ’otel, 
biglietto ,  bagaglia — then  I  am  so  little  you  laugh. 
Two  ’undred  franc  the  month !  ”  and  Alessandro 
indicated  with  every  muscle  of  his  body  the  amaze¬ 
ment  he  expected  us  to  feel. 

The  Senator  turned  to  the  ladies  of  his  family. 
“  Now  that  I  think  of  it,”  he  said,  “  travels  in  Italy 
are  never  written  without  a  courier.  People  wouldn’t 
believe  they  were  authentic.  And  Bramley  said  if 
you  really  wanted  to  enjoy  yourself  it  was  folly  not 
to  engage  one.” 
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“  I  suppose  there’s  more  choice  in  the  season,”  said 
momma,  glancing  disapprovingly  at  Alessandro’s 
swarthy  collar.  “  And  I  confess  I  should  have 
expected  them  to  be  garbed  more  picturesquely.” 

“Look  at  his  language,”  I  remarked.  “You  can’t 
have  everything.” 

The  Senator  said  that  was  so.  “  I  believe  you 
can  come  along,  Mr  Bebbini,”  he  said ;  “  we’re 

strangers  here  and  we’ll  get  you  to  help  us  to  enjoy 
ourselves  for  a  month  on  the  terms  you  name.  You 
can  begin  right  away.” 

Alessandro  bowed  and  waved  us  to  the  carriage. 
It  was  only  the  ordinary  commercial  bow  of  Italy, 
but  I  could  see  that  it  made  a  difference  to  momma. 
He  saw  us  seated  and  was  climbing  on  the  box 
when  poppa  interfered.  “  There’s  no  use  trying  to 
work  it  that  way,”  he  said  ;  “  we  can’t  ask  you  to 
twist  your  head  off  every  time  you  emit  a  piece  of 
information.  Besides,  there’s  no  sense  in  your  riding 
on  the  box  when  there’s  an  extra  seat.  You  won’t 
crowd  us  any,  Mr  Bebbini,  and  I  guess  we  can  refrain 
from  discussing  family  matters  for  one  hour.” 

So  we  started,  with  Mr  Bebbini  at  short  range. 

“  I  think,”  said  he,  “  you  lika  first  off  the  ’ouse  of 
Cristoforo  Colombo.” 

“  I  don’t  see  how  you  knew,”  said  poppa,  “  but 
you  are  perfectly  correct.  Cristoforo  was  one  of 
the  most  distinguished  Americans  on  the  roll  of 
history,  and  we,  also,  are  Americans.  At  once,  at 
once  to  the  habitation  of  Cristoforo.” 

Alessandro  leaned  forward  impressively. 

“  Who  informa  you  Cristoforo  Colombo  was 
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Americano  ?  Better  you  don’t  believe  these  other 
guide — ignoranta  fella.  Cristoforo  was  Genoa  man, 
born  here,  you  und’stan  ?  Italiano.  Only  live  in 
America  a  lill*  w’ile — to  discover,  you  und’stan  ?  ” 

“  Mr  Bebbini,”  said  poppa,  “  if  you  go  around  con¬ 
tradicting  Americans  on  the  subject  of  Christopher 
Columbus  your  business  will  decrease.  As  a  matter 
of  fact,  Christopher  wasn’t  born,  he  was  made,  and 
America  made  him.  He  has  every  right  to  claim  to 
be  considered  an  American,  and  it  was  a  little  care¬ 
less  of  him  not  to  have  founded  a  family  there.  We 
make  excuses  for  him — it’s  quite  true  he  had  very 
little  time  at  his  disposal — but  we  feel  it,  the  whole 
nation  of  us,  to  this  day.” 

The  Via  Balbi  was  cheerfully  crooked  and  crowded, 
it  had  the  modern  note  of  the  street  car,  and  the 
mediaeval  one  of  old  women,  arms  akimbo,  in  the 
nooks  and  recesses,  selling  big  black  cherries  and 
bursting  figs.  Even  the  old  women  though,  as 
momma  complained,  wore  postilion  basques  and 
bell  skirts,  certainly  in  an  advanced  stage  of  use¬ 
fulness,  but  of  unmistakable  genesis — just  what 
had  been  popular  in  Chicago  a  year  or  two 
before. 

“  Really,  my  love,”  said  momma,  “  I  don’t  know 
what  we  shall  do  for  description  in  Genoa,  the 
people  seem  to  wear  no  clothes  worth  mentioning 
whatever.”  We  concluded  that  all  the  city’s 
characteristically  Italian  garments  were  in  the  wash ; 
they  depended  in  novel  cut  and  colour  from  every 
window  that  did  not  belong  to  a  bank  or  a  uni¬ 
versity  ;  and  sometimes,  when  the  side  street  was 
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narrow  and  the  houses  high,  the  effect  was  quite 
imposing.  Poppa  asked  Alessandro  Bebbini  whether 
they  were  expecting  royalty  or  anything,  or  whether 
it  was  like  this  every  washing  day,  and  we  gathered 
that  there  was  nothing  unusual  about  it.  But 
poppa  said  I  had  better  mention  it  so  that  people 
might  be  prepared.  Personally,  I  rather  liked  the 
display,  it  gave  such  unexpected  colour  and  inci¬ 
dent  to  those  high-shouldering,  narrow  by-ways  we 
looked  down  into  from  the  upper  level  of  the  Via 
Balbi,  where  only  here  and  there  the  sun  strove 
through,  and  all  the  rest  was  a  rich  toned  mystery  ; 
but  there  may  be  others  like  momma,  who  prefer 
the  clothes-line  of  the  Occident  and  the  privacy  of 
the  back-yard. 

The  two  sides  of  the  Via  Poverina  almost 
touched  foreheads.  “  Yes,”  said  Alessandro  Bebbini 
apologetically,  “  it  is  a  ver  tight  street.” 

Poppa  was  extremely  pleased  with  the  appear¬ 
ance  of  the  house  of  Christopher  Columbus,  which 
Alessandro  pointed  out  in  the  Via  Assorotti.  It 

was  a  comfortable  looking  edifice,  with  stone  giants 
supporting  the  arch  of  the  doorway,  in  every  respect 
suitable  as  the  residence  of  a  retired  navigator  of 
distinction.  Poppa  said  it  was  very  gratifying  to 

find  that  Cristoforo  had  been  able,  in  his  declining 

years,  when  he  was  our  only  European  representa¬ 
tive,  to  keep  his  end  up  with  credit  to  America. 

You  so  often  found  the  former  abodes  of  glorious 
names  with  a  modern  rental  out  of  all  proportion 
with  their  historic  interest.  This  house,  poppa 

calculated,  would  let  to-day  at  a  figure  discreditable 
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neither  to  Cristoforo  himself,  nor  to  the  United 
States  of  America.  Mr  Bebbini,  unfortunately, 
could  not  tell  him  what  that  figure  was. 

On  the  steps  of  San  Lorenzo  Cathedral  momma 
paused  and  cast  a  searching  glance  into  all  the 
corners. 

“  Where  are  the  beggars  ?  ”  she  inquired,  not 
without  injury.  “  I  have  always  been  given  to 
understand  that  church  entrances  in  Italy  were 
disgracefully  thronged  with  beggars  of  the  lowest 
type.  I  have  never  seen  a  picture  of  a  sacred 
building  without  them  !  ” 

“  So  that  was  why  you  wanted  so  much  small 
change,  Augusta,”  said  the  Senator.  “  Mr  Bebbini 
says  there’s  a  law  against  them  nowadays.  Now 
that  you  mention  it  I’m  disappointed  there  too. 
Municipal  progress  in  Italy  is  something  you’ve 
not  prepared  for  somehow.  I  daresay  if  we  only 
knew  it,  they’re  thinking  of  lighting  this  town 
with  electricity,  and  the  Board  of  Aldermen  are 
considering  contracts  for  cable  cars.” 

“  Do  not  inquire,  Alexander,”  begged  momma, 
but  the  Senator  had  fallen  behind  with  Mr  Bebbini 
in  earnest  conversation,  and  we  gathered  that  its 
import  was  entirely  modern. 

It  was  our  first  Italian  church  and  it  was  im¬ 
pressive,  for  a  President  of  the  French  Republic  had 
just  fallen  to  the  knife  of  an  Italian  assassin,  and 
from  the  altar  to  the  door  San  Lorenzo  was  in 
mourning  and  in  penance.  Masses  for  his  soul’s 
repose  had  that  day  been  said  and  sung  ;  near  the 
door  hung  a  request  for  the  prayers  of  all  good 
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Christians  to  this  end.  Many  of  the  grave-eyed 
people  that  came  and  went  were  doubtless  about 
this  business,  but  one,  I  know,  was  there  on  a 
private  errand.  He  prayed  at  a  chapel  aside, 
kneeling  on  the  floor  beside  the  railings,  his  cap 
in  his  hands,  grasping  it  just  as  the  peasant  in  The 
Angelus  grasps  his.  Inside  the  altar  hung  a  picture 
of  a  pitying  woman,  and  there  were  candles  and 
foolish  flowers  of  tinsel,  but  beside  these,  many 
tokens  of  hearts,  gold  and  silver,  thick  below  the 
altar,  crowding  the  partition  walls.  The  hearts  were 
grateful  ones — Alessandro  explained  in  an  under¬ 
tone — brought  and  left  by  many  who  had  been 
preserved  from  violent  death  by  the  saint  there, 
and  he  who  knelt  was  a  workman  just  from  hospital, 
who  had  fallen,  with  his  son,  from  a  building.  The 
boy  had  been  killed,  the  father  only  badly  hurt. 
His  heart  token  was  the  last — a  little  common 
thing — and  tied  with  no  rejoiceful  ribbon  but  with 
a  scrap  of  crape.  I  hoped  Heaven  would  see  the 
crape  as  well  as  the  tribute.  When  we  went  away 
he  was  still  kneeling  in  his  patched  blue  cotton 
clothes,  and  as  the  saint  had  very  beautiful  kind 
eyes,  and  all  the  tinsel  flowers  were  standing  in 
the  glowing  light  of  stained  glass,  and  the  voice 
of  the  Church  had  begun  to  speak  too,  through 
the  organ,  I  daresay  he  went  away  comforted. 

Momma  says  there  is  only  one  thing  she  recollects 
clearly  about  San  Lorenzo,  and  that  is  the  Chapel 
of  St  John  the  Baptist.  This  does  not  remain  in 
her  memory  because  of  the  Cinquecento  screen,  or 
the  altar-canbp'y’s  porphyry  pillars  which  we  know 
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we  must  have  seen  because  the  guide-book  says 
they  are  there,  but  because  of  the  fact  that  Pope 
Innocent  the  Eighth  had  it  closed  to  our  sex  for  a 
long  time,  except  on  one  day  of  the  year,  on  account 
of  Herodias.  Momma  considered  this  extremely 
invidious  of  Innocent  the  Eighth  and  said  it  was 
a  thing  no  man  except  a  Pope  would  have  thought 
of  doing.  What  annoyed  poppa  was  that  she 
seemed  to  hold  Alessandro  Bebbini  responsible,  and 
covered  him  with  reproaches,  in  the  guise  of  argu¬ 
ment,  which  he  neither  deserved  nor  understood. 
And  when  poppa  suggested  that  she  was  probably 
as  much  to  blame  for  Herodias’s  conduct  as  Mr 
Bebbini  was  for  the  Pope’s,  she  said  that  had  nothing 
whatever  to  do  with  it,  and  she  thanked  Heaven  she 
was  born  a  Protestant  anyway,  distinctly  implying 
that  Herodias  was  a  Roman  Catholic.  And  if 
poppa  didn’t  wish  her  back  to  give  out  altogether, 
would  he  please  return  to  the  carriage. 

We  wandered  through  a  palace  or  two  and 
thought  how  interesting  it  must  have  been  to  be 
rich  in  the  days  of  “  Sir  Horatio  Palavasene,  who 
robbed  the  Pope  to  pay  the  Queen.”  Wealth  had 
its  individuality  in  those  days,  and  expressed  itself 
with  truth  and  splendour  in  sculpture,  and  picture, 
and  tapestry,  and  precious  things,  with  the 
picturesqueness  of  contrast  and  homage.  As  the 
Senator  said,  a  banquet  hall  did  not  then  suggest 
a  Fifth  Avenue  hairdresser’s  saloon.  But  now  the 
Genoese  merchant-princes  would  find  that  their  state 
had  lost  its  identity  in  machine-made  imitations, 
and  that  it  would  be  more  distinguished  to  be  poor, 
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since  poverty  is  never  counterfeited.  But  poppa 
declined  to  go  as  far  as  that. 

Alessandro,  as  we  drove  round  and  up  the  winding 
roads  that  take  one  to  the  top  of  Genoa — the  hotels 
and  the  palaces  and  the  churches  are  mostly  at  the 
bottom — was  full  of  joyous  and  rapid  information. 
Especially  did  he  continue  to  be  communicative  on 
the  subject  of  Christopher  Columbus,  and  if  we  are 
not  now  assured  of  the  school  that  discoverer 
attended  in  his  youth,  and  the  altar-rails  before 
which  he  took  the  first  communion  of  his  early  man¬ 
hood,  and  the  occupation  of  his  wife’s  parents,  and 
many  other  matters  concerning  him,  it  is  the  fault 
of  history  and  not  that  of  Alessandro  Bebbini. 
After  a  cathedral  and  a  palace  and  a  long  drive, 
this  was  bound  to  have  its  effect,  and  I  very  soon 
saw  resentment  in  the  demeanour  of  both  my 
parents.  So  much  so,  that  when  we  passed  the 
family  group  in  memory  of  Mazzini,  and  Alessandro 
explained  dramatically  that  “  the  daughter  he  sitta 
down  and  cryo  because  his  father  is  a-dead,”  poppa 
said,  “  Is  that  so  ?  ”  without  the  faintest  show  of 
excitement,  and  momma  declined  even  to  look 
round. 

It  was  not  until  the  evening,  however,  when  we 
were  talking  to  some  Milwaukee  people,  that  we 
remembered,  with  the  assistance  of  Baedeker  and 
the  Milwaukee  people,  a  number  of  facts  about 
Columbus  that  deprived  Alessandro’s  information 
of  its  commercial  value,  while  leaving  his  ingenuity, 
so  to  speak,  at  par.  The  Senator  was  so  much 
annoyed,  as  he  had  made  a  special  note  of  the  state 
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of  preservation  in  which  he  had  found  the  dwelling 
of  our  discoverer,  that  he  had  recourse  to  the  most 
unscrupulous  means  of  releasing  us  of  Alessandro — 
who  was  to  present  himself  next  morning  at  eleven. 
He  wrote  an  impulsive  letter  to  “  A.  Bebbini,  Esq.,” 
which  ran  : — 

“  Sir, — I  find  that  we  are  too  credulous  a  family 
to  travel  in  safety  with  a  courier.  When  you  arrive 
at  the  hotel  to-morrow,  therefore,  you  will  discover 
that  we  have  fled  by  an  earlier  train.  We  take  it 
from  no  personal  objection  to  your  society,  but  from 
a  rooted  and  unconquerable  objection  to  brass  facts. 
I  enclose  your  month’s  salary,  and  a  warning  that 
any  attempt  to  follow  me  will  be  fruitless  and 
expensive. — Yours  truly,  J.  P.  WlCK.” 

The  Senator  assured  me  afterwards  that  this  was 
absolutely  necessary — that  A.  Bebbini  if  we  intro¬ 
duced  him  in  any  quantity,  would  ruin  the  sale  of 
our  work,  and  if  he  accompanied  us  it  would  be 
impossible  to  keep  him  out.  He  said  we  ought  to 
apologise  for  having  even  mentioned  him  in  a  book 
of  travels  which  we  hope  to  see  taken  seriously. 
And  we  do. 


CHAPTER  IX 


MOMMA  wishes  me  to  state  that  the  word 
Italy,  in  any  language,  will  for  ever  be 
associated  in  her  mind  with  the  journey  from  Genoa 
to  Pisa.  We  had  our  own  lunch  basket,  so  no 
baneful  anticipation  of  cutlets  fried  in  olive  oil 
marred  the  perfect  satisfaction  with  which  we 
looked  out  of  the  windows.  One  window,  almost 
the  whole  way,  opened  on  a  low  embankment  which 
seemed  a  garden  wall.  Olives  and  lemon  trees 
grew  beyond  it  and  dropped  over,  and  it  was  always 
dipping  in  the  sunlight  to  show  us  the  roses  and  the 
shady  walks  of  the  villas  inside,  white  and  remote  ; 
now  and  then  we  saw  the  pillared  end  of  a  verandah 
or  a  plaster  Neptune  ruling  a  restricted  fountain 
area.  Out  of  the  other  window  stretched  the  blue 
Gulf  of  Genoa  all  becalmed  and  smiling,  with 
freakish  little  points  and  headlines,  and  here  and 
there  the  white  blossom  of  a  sail.  The  Senator 
counted  eighty  tunnels — he  wants  that  fact  men¬ 
tioned  too — some  of  them  so  short  that  it  was  like 
shutting  ones  eyes  for  an  instant  on  the  olives  and 
the  sea.  Nevertheless  it  was  an  idyllic  journey,  and 
at  four  o’clock  in  the  afternoon  we  saw  the  Leaning 
Tower  from  afar,  describing  the  precise  angle  that 
it  does  in  the  illustrated  geographies.  Momma  was 
charmed  to  recognise  it,  she  blew  it  a  kiss  of  adula- 
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tion  and  acclaim,  while  we  yet  wound  about  among 
the  environs,  and  hailed  it  “  Pisa  !  ”  It  was  as  if 
she  bowed  to  a  celebrity,  with  the  homage  due. 

What  the  Senator  called  our  attention  to  as  we 
drove  to  the  hotel  was  the  conspicuous  part  in 
municipal  politics  played  by  that  little  old  brown 
river  Arno.  In  most  places  the  riparian  feature  of 
the  landscape  is  not  insisted  on — you  have  usually 
to  go  to  the  suburbs  to  find  it,  but  in  Pisa  it  is  a 
sort  of  main  street,  with  the  town  sitting  comfort¬ 
ably  and  equally  on  each  side  of  it  looking  on. 
Momma  and  I  both  liked  the  idea  of  a  river  in 
town  scenery,  and  thought  it  might  be  copied  with 
advantage  in  America,  it  afforded  such  a  good 
excuse  for  bridges.  Pisa’s  three  arched  stone  ones 
made  a  reason  for  settling  there  in  themselves  in 
our  opinion.  The  Senator,  however,  was  against  it 
on  conservancy  grounds,  and  asked  us  what  we 
thought  of  the  population  of  Pisa.  And  we  had  to 
admit  that  for  the  size  of  the  houses  there  weren’t 
very  many  people  about.  The  Lungarno  was 
almost  empty  except  for  desolate  cabmen,  and 
they  were  just  as  eager  and  hospitable  to  us  and 
our  trunks  as  they  had  been  in  Genoa. 

In  the  Piazza  del  Duomo  we  expected  the 
Cathedral,  the  Leaning  Tower,  the  Baptistry,  and 
the  Campo  Santo.  We  did  not  expect  Mrs 
Portheris  ;  at  least,  neither  of  my  parents  did — I 
knew  enough  about  Dicky  Dod  not  to  be  surprised 
at  any  combination  he  might  effect.  There  they 
all  were  in  the  middle  of  the  square  bit  of  meadow, 
apparently  waiting  for  us,  but  really,  I  have  no 
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doubt,  getting  an  impression  of  the  architecture  as 
a  whole.  I  could  tell  from  Mrs  Portheris’s  attitude 
that  she  had  acknowledged  herself  to  be  gratified. 
Strange  to  relate,  her  gratification  did  not  disappear 
when  she  saw  that  these  mediaeval  circumstances 
would  inconsistently  compel  her  to  recognise  very 
modern  American  connections.  She  approached  us 
quite  blandly,  and  I  saw  at  once  that  Dicky  Dod 
had  been  telling  her  that  poppa’s  chances  for  the 
Presidency  were  considered  certain,  that  the  Spanish 
Infanta  had  stayed  with  us  while  she  was  in  Chicago 
at  the  Exhibition,  and  that  we  fed  her  from  gold 
plate.  It  was  all  in  Mrs  Portheris’s  manner. 

“  Another  unexpected  meeting  !  ”  she  exclaimed. 
“  My  dear  Mrs  Wick,  you  are  looking  worn  out  ! 
Try  my  sal  volatile — I  insist  !  ”  and  in  the  general 
greeting  momma  was  seen  to  back  violently  away 
from  a  long  silver  bottle  in  every  direction.  Poppa 
had  to  interfere.  “If  it’s  all  the  same  to  you,  Aunt 
Caroline,”  he  said,  “  Mrs  Wick  is  quite  as  usual, 
though  I  think  the  Middle  Agedness  of  this  country 
is  a  little  trying  for  her  at  this  time  of  year.  She’s 
just  a  little  upset  this  morning  by  seeing  the  cook 
plucking  a  rooster  down  in  the  backyard  before  he’d 
killed  it.  The  rooster  was  in  great  affliction,  you 
see,  and  the  way  he  crowed  got  on  momma’s  nerves. 
She’s  been  telling  us  about  it  ever  since.  But  we 
hope  it  will  pass  off.” 

Mrs  Portheris  expanded  into  that  inevitable 
British  story  of  the  officer  who  reported  of  certain 
tribes  that  they  had  no  manners  and  their  customs 
were  abominable,  and  I,  at  a  mute  invitation  from 
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Dicky,  stepped  aside  to  get  the  angle  of  the  Tower 
from  a  better  point  of  view. 

Mr  Dod  was  depressed,  so  much  so  that  he  came 
to  the  point  at  once.  “  I  hope  you  had  a  good  time 
in  Genoa,”  he  said.  “  We  should  have  been  there 
now,  only  I  knew  we  should  never  catch  up  to  you 
if  we  didn’t  skip  something.  So  I  heard  of  a  case 
of  cholera  there,  and  didn’t  mention  that  it  was  last 
year.  Quite  enough  for  Her  Ex.  I  say,  though — 
it’s  no  use.” 

“  Isn’t  it  ?  ”  said  I.  “  Are  you  sure  ?  ” 

“  Pretty  confoundedly  certain.  The  British  lion’s 
getting  there,  in  great  shape — the  brute.  All  the 
widow’s  arranging.  With  the  widow  it’s  ‘  Mr  Dod, 
you  will  take  care  of  me,  won’t  you  ?  ’  or  ‘  Come 
now,  Mr  Dod,  and  tell  me  all  about  buffalo  shooting 
on  your  native  prairies  ’ — and  Mr  Dod  is  a  rattled 
jay.  There’s  something  about  the  mandate  of  a 
middle-aged  British  female. 

“  I  should  think  there  was  !  ”  I  said. 

“  Then  Maffy,  you  see,  walks  in.  They  don’t 
seem  to  have  much  conversation — she  regularly 
brightens  up  when  I  come  along  and  say  something 
cheerful — but  he’s  gradually  making  up  his  mind 
that  the  best  isn’t  any  too  good  for  him.” 

“  Perhaps  we  don’t  begin  so  well  in  America,”  I 
interrupted,  thoughtfully.  “  But  then,  we  don’t 
develop  into  Mrs  P.’s  either.” 

Dicky  seemed  unable  to  follow  my  line  of  thought. 
“  I  must  say,”  he  went  on,  resentfully,  “  I  like — well, 
just  a  smell  of  constancy  about  a  man.  A  fellow 
that’s  thrown  over  ought  to  be  in  about  the  same 
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shape  as  a  widower.  But  not  much  Maffy.  I  tried 
to  work  up  his  feelings  over  the  American  girl  the 
other  night — he  was  as  calm  !  ” 

“Dicky,”  said  I,  “there  are  subjects  a  man  must 
keep  sacred.  You  must  not  speak  to  Mr  Mafferton 
of  his  first — attachment  again.  They  never  do  it  in 
England,  except  for  purposes  of  fiction.” 

“  Well  I  worked  that  racket  all  I  knew.  I  even 
told  him  that  American  girls  as  often  as  not  changed 
their  minds.” 

“  Richard !  He  will  think  I — what  will  he 
think  of  American  girls !  It  was  excessively 
wrong  of  you  to  say  that — I  might  almost  call  it 
criminal !  ” 

Dicky  looked  at  me  in  pained  surprise.  “  Look 
here,  Mamie,”  he  said,  “  a  fellow  in  my  fix,  you 
know !  Don’t  get  excited.  How  am  I  going  to 
confide  in  you  unless  you  keep  your  hair  on  !  ” 

“  What,  may  I  ask,  did  Mr  Mafferton  say  when 
you  told  him  that  ?  ”  I  asked  sternly. 

“  He  said — now  you’ll  be  madder  than  ever.  I 
won’t  tell  you.” 

“  Mr  Dod — Dicky,  haven’t  we  been  friends  from 
infancy  !  ” 

“  Played  with  the  same  rattle.  Cut  our  teeth 
together.” 

“  Well  then - ” 

“  Well  then,”  he  said,  “  do  you  mind  putting  your 
parasol  straight?  I  like  to  see  the  person  I’m 
talking  to,  and  besides  the  sun  is  on  the  other  side. 
He  said  he  didn’t  think  it  was  a  privilege  that  should 
be  extended  to  all  cases.” 
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“  He  did,  did  he  ?  ”  I  rejoined  calmly.  “  That’s 
■  like  the  British — isn’t  it  ?  ” 

“  It  would  have  made  such  a  complication  if  I’d 
kicked  him,”  confessed  Mr  Dod. 

The  Senator,  momma,  and  Mrs  Portheris  stood 
in  the  cathedral  door.  Isabel  and  Mr  Mafferton  oc¬ 
cupied  the  middle  distance.  Mr  Mafferton  stooped 
to  add  a  poppy  to  a  slender  handful  of  wild 
flowers  he  held  out  to  her.  Isabel  was  looking 
back. 

“  It  will  be  pleasant  inside  the  Duomo,”  I  said. 
“  Let  us  go  on.  I  feel  warm.  I  agree  with  you 
that  the  situation  is  serious,  Dicky.  Look  at  those 
poppies  !  When  an  Englishman  does  that  you  may 
make  up  your  mind  to  the  worst.  But  I  don’t 
think  anybody  need  have  the  slightest  respect  for 
the  affections  of  Mr  Mafferton.” 

Inside  the  Duomo  it  was  pleasant  and  cool,  and 
there  was  a  dim  religious  light  that  gave  one  an 
opportunity  for  reflection.  I  was  so  much  engaged 
in  reflection  that  I  failed  to  notice  the  shape  of  the 
Duomo,  but  I  have  since  learned  that  it  was  a 
basilica,  in  the  form  of  a  Latin  cross,  and  was  simply 
full  of  things  which  should  have  claimed  my  atten¬ 
tion.  Momma  took  copious  notes  from  which  I  see 
that  the  Madonna  and  Child  holy  water  basin  was 
perfectly  sweet,  and  the  episcopal  throne  by  Uervellesi 
in  1536  was  the  finest  piece  of  tarsia  work  in  the 
world,  and  the  large  bronze  hanging  lamp  by 
Vincenzo  Possento  was  the  object  which  assisted 
Galileo  to  invent  the  oscillations  of  the  pendulum. 
The  Senator  was  much  taken  with  the  inlaid  wooden 
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stalls  in  the  choir,  the  subjects  were  so  lively.  He 
and  his  Aunt  Caroline  nearly  came  to  words  over  a 
monkey  regarding  its  reflection  in  a  looking-glass, 
done  with  a  realism  which  Mrs  Portheris  considered 
little  short  of  profane,  but  which  poppa  found  quite 
an  excusable  filip  to  devotions  which  must  have 
been  such  an  all  day  business  in  the  sixteenth 
century.  Outside,  however,  poppa  found  it  difficult 
to  approve  the  facade.  To  throw  four  galleries  over 
the  street  door,  he  said,  with  no  visible  means  of 
getting  into  them  or  possible  object  for  sitting  there, 
was  about  the  most  ridiculous  waste  of  building 
space  he  had  yet  observed. 

“  But  then,”  said  Dicky  Dod,  who  kept  his  dis¬ 
consolate  place  by  my  side,  “  they  didn’t  seem  to 
know  how  to  waste  enough  in  those  pre-elevator 
days.  Look  at  the  pictures  and  the  bronzes  and 
the  marble  columns  inside  there — ten  times  as  much 
as  they  had  any  use  for.  They  just  heaped  it  up.” 

“  That’s  so,  Dicky,  my  boy,”  replied  poppa  ;  “  we 
could  cover  more  ground  with  the  money  in  our 
century.  But  you’ve  got  to  remember  that  they 
hadn’t  any  other  way  worth  mentioning  of  spending 
the  taxes.  Religion,  so  to  speak,  was  the  boss 
contractor’s  only  line.” 

Dicky  remarked  that  it  had  to  be  admitted  he 
worked  it  on  the  square,  and  momma  said  that  no 
doubt  people  built  as  well  as  they  knew  how  at  that 
time,  but  nothing  should  induce  her  to  add  her 
weight  to  the  top  of  the  Leaning  Tower. 

“  It  is  very  remarkable  and  impressive,”  said 
momma,  “  the  idea  of  its  hanging  over  that  way  all 
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these  centuries,  just  on  the  drop  and  never  dropping, 
but  who  knows  that  it  may  not  come  down  this  very 
day !  ” 

“  My  dear  niece,  if  I  may  call  you  so,”  remarked 
Mrs  Portheris  urbanely,  “  it  was  thus  that  the 
builders  designed  this  great  monument  to  stand  ;  in 
its  inclination  lies  the  triumph  of  their  art.” 

“  I  can’t  say  I  agree  with  you  there,  Aunt 
Caroline,”  said  poppa  ;  “  that  tower  was  never  meant 
to  stand  crooked.  It’s  a  very  serious  defect,  and  if 
it  happened  nowadays,  it  would  justify  any  Municipal 
Board  in  repudiating  the  contract.  Even  those 
fellows,  you  see,  were  too  sick  to  go  on  with  it,  in 
every  case.  Begun  by  Bonanus,  1174.  Bonanus 
saw  what  was  going  to  happen  and  gave  it  up  at 
the  third  storey.  Then  Benenato  had  his  show,  got 
it  up  to  four,  and  quit,  1203.  The  next  architect 
was — let  me  see — William  of  Innsbruck.  He  put 
on  a  couple  more,  and  by  that  time  it  began  to  look 
dangerous.  But  nothing  happened  from  1260  to 
1350,  and  it  struck  Tomaso  Pisano  that  nothing 
would  happen.  He  risked  it  anyhow,  ran  up 
another  storey,  put  the  roof  on,  and  came  in  for 
the  credit  of  the  whole  miracle.  I  expect 
Tomaso  is  at  the  bottom  of  that  idea  of  yours, 
Aunt  Caroline.  He  would  naturally  give  the 
reporters  that  view.” 

Mrs  Portheris  listened  with  a  tolerance  as 
badly  put  on  as  any  garment  she  was  wearing. 
“  I  do  not  usually  make  assertions,”  she  said 
when  poppa  had  finished,  “  without  being  con¬ 
vinced  of  the  facts,”  and  I  became  aware  for  the 


A  VOYAGE  OF  CONSOLATION  121 


first  time  that  her  upper  lip  wore  a  slight 
moustache. 

“  Well  you’ll  excuse  me,  Aunt  Caroline - ” 

“  All  my  life  I  have  heard  of  the  Leaning  Tower 
of  Pisa  as  a  feat  of  architecture,”  replied  his  Aunt 
Caroline  firmly.  “  I  do  not  propose  to  have  that 
view  disturbed  now.” 

“  Perhaps  it  was  so,  my  dear  love,”  put  in  momma 
deprecatingly,  and  Mr  Dod,  with  a  frenzied  wink  at 
poppa,  called  his  attention  to  the  ridiculous  Pisan 
habit  of  putting  immovable  fringed  carriage-tops  on 
cabs. 

“  It  undoubtedly  was,”  said  Mrs  Portheris,  with 
an  embattled  front. 

“  But — Great  Scott,  aunt !  ”  exclaimed  poppa, 
recklessly,  “  think  what  this  place  was  like — all 
marsh,  with  the  sea  right  alongside  ;  not  four  miles 
off  as  it  is  now.  Why,  you  couldn’t  base  so  much 
as  a  calculation  on  it !  ” 

“  I  must  say,”  said  Mrs  Portheris  in  severe  sur¬ 
prise,  “  I  knew  that  America  had  made  great 
advances  in  the  world  of  invention,  but  I  did  not 
expect  to  find  what  looks  much  like  jealousy  of  the 
achievements  of  an  older  civilisation.” 

The  Senator  looked  at  his  aunt,  then  he  put  his 
hat  further  back  on  his  head  and  cleared  his  throat. 

I  prepared  for  the  worst,  and  the  worst  would 
undoubtedly  have  come  if  Dicky  Dod  had  not 
suddenly  remembered  having  seen  a  man  with 
a  foreign  telegram  looking  for  somebody  in  the 
Cathedral. 

“  It’s  a  feat  !  ”  reiterated  Mrs  Portheris  as  the 
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Senator  left  us  in  pursuit  of  the  man  with  the 
telegram. 

“  It’s  fourteen  feet,”  cried  the  Senator  from  a 
safe  distance,  “  out  of  the  perpendicular !  ”  and  left 
us  to  take  the  consequences. 


CHAPTER  X 


WHEN  momma  reported  to  me  Mrs  Portheris’s 
proposition  that  we  should  make  the  rest 
of  our  Continental  trip  as  one  undivided  party,  I 
found  it  difficult  to  understand. 

“  These  sudden  changes  of  temperature,”  I  re¬ 
marked,  “  are  trying  to  the  constitution.  Why  this 
desire  for  the  society  of  three  unabashed  American¬ 
isms  like  ourselves  ?  ” 

“  That’s  just  what  I  wondered,”  said  momma. 
“  For  you  can  see  that  she  is  full  of  insular  prejudice 
against  our  great  country.  She  makes  no  attempt 
to  disguise  it.” 

“  She  never  did,”  I  assented. 

“She  said  it  seemed  so  extraordinary — quite 
providential — meeting  relatives  abroad  in  this  way,” 
momma  continued,  “  and  she  thought  we  ought  to 
follow  it  up.” 

“  Are  we  going  to  ?  ”  I  inquired. 

“  My  goodness  gracious  no,  love !  There  are 
some  things  my  nerves  cannot  stand  the  strain  of, 
and  one  of  them  is  your  poppa’s  Aunt  Caroline. 
The  Senator  smoothed  it  over.  He  said  he  was 
sure  we  were  very  much  obliged,  but  our  time  was 
limited,  and  he  thought  we  could  get  around  faster 
alone.” 

“  Well,”  I  said,  “  I  do  not  understand  it,  unless 
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Dicky  has  persuaded  her  that  poppa  is  to  be  our 
next  ambassador  to  St  James’s.” 

“  She  was  too  silly  about  Dicky,”  said  momma. 
“  She  said  she  really  was  afraid,  before  you  appeared, 
that  young  Mr  Dod  was  conceiving  an  attachment 
for  her  Isabel,  whose  affections  lay  quite  in  another 
direction  ;  but  now  her  mind  was  entirely  at  rest. 
I  don’t  remember  her  words,  she  uses  so  many,  but 
she  was  trying  to  hint  that  poor  Dicky  was  an 
admirer  of  jours,  dearest.” 

“  I  fancy  she  succeeded — as  far  as  that  goes,”  I 
remarked. 

“  Well,  yes,  she  made  me  understand  her.  So  I 
felt  obliged  to  tell  her  that,  though  Dicky  was  a 
lovely  fellow  and  we  were  all  very  fond  of  him, 
anything  of  that  kind  was  out  of  the  question.” 

“  And  what,”  I  asked,  “  was  her  reply  to  that  ?  ” 

“  She  seemed  to  think  I  was  prevaricating.  She 
said  she  knew  what  a  mother’s  hopes  and  fears 
were.  They  seem  to  take  a  very  low  view,”  added 
momma  austerely,  “  of  friendship  between  a  young 
man  and  a  young  woman  in  England  !  ” 

“  I  should  think  so  !  ”  said  I  absent-mindedly. 
“  Dicky  hasn’t  made  love  to  me  for  three  years.” 

“  What  !  ” 

“  Nothing,  momma,  dear,”  I  replied  kindly. 
“  Only  I  wouldn’t  contradict  Mrs  Portheris  again 
upon  that  point,  if  I  were  you.  She  will  think  it 
so  improper  if  Dicky  isn't  my  admirer,  don’t  you 

see  ?  ” 

But  Mrs  Portheris’s  desire  to  join  our  party  stood 
revealed.  Her  constant  chaperonage  of  Dicky  was 
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getting  a  little  trying,  and  she  wanted  me  to  relieve 
her.  I  felt  so  deeply  for  them  both,  reflecting  upon 
the  situation,  that  I  experienced  quite  a  glow  of 
virtue  at  the  thought  of  my  promise  to  Dicky  to 
stay  in  Rome  till  his  party  arrived.  They  were 
going  to  Siena — why,  Mr  Dod  could  not  undertake 
to  explain — he  had  never  heard  of  anything  cheerful 
in  connection  with  Siena. 

“  My  idea  is,”  said  the  Senator,  “  that  in  Rome  ” 
— we  were  on  our  way  there — “  we’ll  find  our  work 
cut  out  for  us.  Think  of  the  objects  of  interest 
involved  from  Romulus  and  Remus  down  to  the 
present  Pope !  ” 

“  I  should  like  my  salts  before  I  begin,”  said 
momma,  pathetically. 

“  Over  two  thousand  years,”  continued  the  Senator, 
impressively,  “  and  every  year  you  may  be  sure  has 
left  its  architectural  imprint.” 

“  Does  Baedeker  say  that,  Senator  ?  ”  I  asked,  with 
a  certain  severity. 

“  No,  the  expression  is  entirely  my  own  ;  you 
may  take  it  down  and  use  it  freely.  Two  thousand 
years  of  remains  is  what  we’ve  got  before  us  in 
Rome,  and  pretty  well  scattered  too — nothing  like 
the  convenience  of  Pisa.  I  expect  we  shall  have 
to  allow  at  least  four  days  for  it.  That  Piazza  del 
Duomo,”  continued  poppa,  thoughtfully,  “  seems  to 
have  been  laid  out  with  a  view  to  the  American 
tourist  of  the  future.  But  I  don’t  suppose  that 
kind  of  forethought  is  common.” 

“  How  exquisite  it  was,  that  cluster  of  white 
marble  relics  of  the  past  on  the  bosom  of  dusky 
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Pisa.  It  reminded  me,”  said  momma,  poetically, 
“  of  an  old  maid’s  pearls.” 

“  I  should  suggest,”  said  the  Senator  to  me,  “  that 
you  make  a  note  of  that.  A  little  sentiment  won’t 
do  us  any  harm — just  a  little.  And  they  are  like 
an  old  maid’s  pearls  in  connection  with  that  middle- 
aged,  one-horse  little  city.  Or  I  should  say  a 
widow’s — Pisa  was  once  a  bride  of  the  sea.  A 
grass  widow’s,”  improved  the  Senator.  “  It’s  all 
meadow-land  round  there — did  you  notice  ?  ” 

“  I  did  not,”  I  said  coldly  ;  “  but,  of  course,  if 
I’m  to  call  Pisa  a  grass  widow,  it  will  have  to  be. 
Although  I  warn  you,  poppa,  that  in  case  of  any 
critic  being  able  to  arise  and  indicate  that  it  is  laid 
out  in  oyster  beds,  I  shall  make  it  plain  that  the 
responsibility  is  yours.” 

We  were  speeding  through  Tuscany,  and  the  vine- 
garlanded  trees  in  the  orchards  clasped  hands  and 
danced  along  with  us.  The  sky  would  have  told  us 
we  were  in  Italy  if  we  had  come  on  a  magic  carpet 
without  a  compass  or  a  time-table.  Poppa  says  we 
are  not,  under  any  circumstances,  to  mention  it  more 
than  once,  but  that  we  might  as  well  explode  the 
fallacy  that  there  is  anything  like  it  in  America. 
There  isn’t.  Our  cerulean  is  very  beautifully  blue, 
but  in  Italy  one  discovers  by  contrast  that  it  is  an 
intellectual  blue,  filled  with  light,  high,  provocative. 
The  sky  that  bends  over  Tuscany  is  the  very  soul 
of  blue,  deep,  soft,  intense,  impenetrable — the  sky 
that  one  sees  in  those  little  casual  bits  of  landscape 
behind  the  shoulders  of  pre-Raphaelite  Saints  and 
Madonnas ;  and  here  and  there  a  lake,  giving  it 
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back  with  delight,  and  now  and  then  the  long  slope 
of  a  hill,  with  an  old  yellow-walled  town  creeping 
up,  castle  crowned,  and  raggedly  trimmed  with 
olives  ;  and  so  many  ruins  that  the  Senator, 
summoned  by  momma  to  look  at  the  last  in  view, 
regarded  it  with  disparagement,  which  he  did  not 
attempt  to  conceal.  He  wondered,  he  said,  that  the 
Italian  Government  wasn’t  ashamed  of  having  such 
a  lot  of  them.  They  might  be  picturesque,  but  they 
weren’t  creditable  ;  they  gave  you  the  impression 
that  the  country  was  on  the  down  grade.  “You 
needn’t  call  my  attention  to  any  more  of  them, 
Augusta,”  he  added  ;  “  but  if  you  see  any  building 
that  looks  like  progress,  now,  anything  that  gives 
you  the  idea  of  modern  improvements  inside,  I 
shouldn’t  like  to  miss  it.”  And  he  returned  to  the 
thirty-second  page  of  the  Sunday  New  York  World. 

"  I  sometimes  wish,”  said  momma,  “  that  I  were 
not  the  only  person  in  this  family  with  the  artistic 
temperament.” 

Sometimes  we  stopped  at  the  little  yellow  towns 
and  saw  quite  closely  their  queer  old  defences  and 
belfrys  and  clock  towers,  and  guessed  at  the  pome¬ 
granates  and  oleanders  behind  their  high  courtyard 
walls.  They  had  musical  names,  even  in  the  mouths 
of  the  railway  guards,  who  sang  every  one  of  them 
with  a  high  note  and  a  full  octave  on  the  syllable  of 
stress — “  Rosign^no  !  ”  “  Car/wiglia  !  ”  The  Senator 
was  fascinated  with  the  spectacle  of  a  railway  guard 
who  could  express  himself  intelligibly,  to  say  nothing 
of  the  charm ;  he  spoke  of  introducing  the  system  in 
the  United  States,  but  we  tried  it  on  “  New  York,” 
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“Washington,”  “Kansas  City,”  and  it  didn’t  seem 
the  same. 

It  was  at  Orbatello,  I  think,  that  we  made  the 
travelling  acquaintance  of  the  enterprising  little 
gentleman  to  whom  momma  still  mysteriously 
alludes  as  “  il  capitano.”  He  bowed  ceremoniously 
as  he  entered  the  carriage  and  stowed  the  inevitable 
enormous  valise  in  the  rack,  and  his  eye  brightened 
intelligently  as  he  saw  we  were  a  family  of  American 
tourists.  He  wore  a  rather  seamy  black  uniform 
and  a  soft  felt  hat  with  cocks’  feathers  drooping 
over  it,  and  a  sword  and  a  ridiculously  amiable 
expression  for  a  man.  I  don’t  think  he  was  five 
feet  high,  but  his  moustache  and  his  feathers  and 
his  sword  were  out  of  all  proportion.  There  was 
a  gentle  trustful  exuberance  about  him  which 
suggested  that,  although  it  was  possibly  twenty- 
five  years  since  he  was  born,  his  age  was  much 
less  than  that.  He  twirled  his  moustache  in 
voluble  silence  for  ten  minutes  while  we  all 
furtively  scrutinised  him  with  the  curiosity  inspired 
by  a  foreigner  of  any  size,  and  then  with  a  smile 
of  conscious  sweetness  he  asked  the  Senator  if  he 
might  take  the  liberty  to  give  the  trouble  to  see 
the  English  newspaper  for  a  few  seconds  only. 
“  I  should  be  too  thankful,”  he  added. 

“  Why  certainly,”  said  poppa,  much  gratified. 
“  I  see  you  spikkum  English,”  he  added  encourag¬ 
ingly. 

“  I  speak — um,  si.  I  have  learned  some — a  few 
of  them.  But  O  very  baddili  I  speak  them  !  ” 

“  I  guess  that’s  just  your  modesty,”  said  poppa 
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kindly.  “  But  that’s  not  an  English  paper,  you 
know — it’s  published  in  New  York.” 

“Ah!”  he  exclaimed  with  enthusiasm.  “That  will 
be  much  much  the  more  pleasurable  for  me.”  His 
eyes  shone  with  feeling.  “  In  Italy,”  he  added  with 
an  impulsive  gesture,  “we  love  the  American  peoples 
beyond  the  Londonian.  We  always  remember  that 
it  was  an  Italian  Cristoforo  Col - ” 

“  I  know,”  said  poppa.  “  Very  nice  of  you.  But 
what’s  your  reason  now,  for  preferring  Americans  as 
a  nation  ?  ” 

We  saw  our  first  Italian  shrug.  It  is  more 
prolonged,  more  sentimental  than  French  ones. 
In  this  case  it  expressed  the  direct  responsibility 
of  Fate. 

“  I  think,”  he  said,  “  that  they  are  more  simpatica 
— sympatheticated  to  us.”  He  seemed  to  be  un¬ 
aware  of  me,  but  his  eye  rested  upon  momma  at  this 
point,  and  took  her  into  his  confidence. 

“We  also,”  said  she  reciprocally,  “are  always 
charmed  to  see  Italians  in  our  country.” 

I  wondered  privately  whether  she  was  thinking  of 
hand  organ  men  or  members  of  the  Mafia  society, 
but  it  was  no  opportunity  to  inquire.  My  impres¬ 
sion  is  that  about  this  time,  in  spite  of  Tuscany 
outside,  I  went  to  sleep,  because  my  next  recollection 
is  of  the  little  Captain  pouring  Chianti  out  of  a  large 
black  bottle  into  momma’s  jointed  silver  travelling  cup. 
I  remember  thinking  when  I  saw  that,  that  they  must 
have  made  progress.  Scraps  of  conversation  floated 
through  my  waking  moments  when  the  train  stopped 
- — I  heard  momma  ask  him  if  his  parents  were  both 
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living  and  where  his  home  was.  I  also  understood 
her  to  inquire  whether  the  Italians  were  domestic  in 
their  tastes  or  whether  they  were  like  the  French, 
who,  she  believed,  had  no  home  life  at  all.  I  saw 
the  Senator  put  a  card  in  his  pocket  -  book  and 
restore  it  to  his  breast,  and  heard  him  inquire 
whether  his  new  Italian  acquaintance  wore  his 
uniform  every  day  as  a  matter  of  choice  or  because 
he  had  to.  An  hour  went  by,  and  when  I  finally 
awoke  it  was  to  see  momma  sitting  by  with  folded 
hands  and  an  expression  of  much  gratification  while 
poppa  gave  a  graphic  account  of  the  rise  and  progress 
of  the  American  baking-powder  interest.  “  I  don’t 
expect,”  said  he,  “  you’ve  ever  heard  of  Wick’s 
Electric  Corn-flour  ?  ” 

“It  is  my  misfortune.” 

“  We  sent  thousands  of  cans  to  Southern  Europe 
last  year,  sir.  Or  Wick’s  Sublimated  Soda?” 

“  I  am  stupidissimo.” 

“  No,  not  at  all.  But  I  daresay  your  momma 
knows  it,  if  she  ever  has  waffles  on  her  breakfast 
table.  Well,  it’s  been  a  kind  of  kitchen  revolution. 
We  began  by  making  a  hundred  pounds  a  week — 
and  couldn’t  always  get  rid  of  it.  Now — why  the 
day  before  I  sailed  we  sent  six  thousand  cans  to 
the  Queen  of  Madagascar.  I  hope  she’ll  read  the 
instructions  !  ” 

“  It  takes  the  breath.  What  splendid  revenue 
must  be  from  that !  ” 

The  Senator  merely  smiled  and  played  with  his 
watch  chain.  “  I  should  hate  to  brag,”  he  said,  but 
anyone  could  see  from  the  absence  of  a  diamond  ring 
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on  his  little  finger  that  he  was  a  person  of  weight  in 
his  community. 

“  Oh  !  ”  said  momma,  “  my  daughter  is  awake  at 
last  !  Mamie,  let  me  introduce  Count  Filgiatti. 
Count,  my  daughter.  What  a  pity  you  went  to 
sleep,  love.  The  Count  has  been  giving  us  such 
a  delightful  afternoon.” 

The  carriage  swayed  a  good  deal  as  the  Count 
stood  up  to  bow,  but  that  had  no  effect  either  upon 
the  dignity  or  the  gratification  he  expressed.  His 
pleasure  was  quite  ingratiating,  or  would  have  been, 
if  he  had  been  a  litttle  taller.  As  it  was,  it  was 
amusing,  and  I  recognised  an  opportunity  for  the 
study  of  Italian  character.  I  don’t  mean  that  I 
made  up  my  mind  to  avail  myself  of  it,  but  I  saw 
that  the  opportunity  was  there. 

“  So  you’ve  been  reading  the  New  York  World”  I 
said  kindly. 

“  I  have  read,  yes,  two  avertissimi.  Not  more,  I 
fear.  But  they  are  also  amusing,  the  avertissimi 
His  voice  was  certainly  agreeably  deferential,  with  a 
note  of  gratitude. 

“  Now,  if  you  wouldn’t  mind  taking  the  corner 
opposite  my  daughter,  Count  Filgiatti,”  put  in 
poppa,  “  you  and  she  could  talk  more  comfortably, 
and  Mrs  Wick  could  put  her  feet  up  and  get  a  little 
nap.” 

“  I  am  too  happy  if  I  shall  not  be  a  trouble  to 
Mees,”  the  Count  responded,  beaming.  And  I  said, 
“  Dear  me,  no  ;  how  could  he  ?  ”  at  which  he  very 
obligingly  changed  his  seat. 

I  hardly  know  how  we  drifted  into  abstract  topics. 
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The  Count’s  English  was  so  bad  that  my  sense  of 
humour  should  have  confined  him  to  the  weather 
and  the  scenery  ;  but  it  is  nevertheless  true  that 
about  an  hour  later,  while  the  landscape  turned  itself 
into  a  soft,  warm  chromo  in  the  fading  sunset,  and 
both  my  parents  soundly  slept,  we  were  discussing 
the  barrier  of  religion  to  marriage  between  Protestants 
and  Roman  Catholics.  I  did  not  hesitate  to  express 
the  most  liberal  sentiments. 

“  Since  there  are  to  be  no  marriages  in  heaven,”  I 
said,  “  what  difference  can  it  make  in  married  life 
how  people  get  there  ?  ” 

“  The  signor  and  signora  think  also  so  ?  ” 

“  Oh,  I  daresay  poppa  and  momma  have  got  their 
own  opinions,”  I  said,  “  but  that  is  mine.” 

“  You  do  not  think  as  they  !  ”  he  exclaimed. 

“  I  don’t  know  what  they  think,”  I  explained.  “  I 
haven’t  asked  them.  But  I’ve  got  my  own  thinker, 
you  know.”  I  searched  for  simple  expressions,  and 
I  seemed  to  make  him  understand. 

“  So  !  Then  this  prejudice  is  dead  for  you,  Senorita 
— mees  ?  ” 

“  I  like  ‘  Senorita  ’  best,”  I  said.  “  I  believe  it  is.” 
At  that  moment  I  divined  that  he  was  a  Roman 
Catholic.  How,  I  don’t  know.  So  I  added,  “  But 
I’ve  never  had  the  slightest  reason  to  give  it  a 
thought.” 

“  That  must  be,”  he  said  softly,  “  because  you  never 
met,  Senorita — may  I  say  this? — one  single  gentleman 
wa’at  is  Catholic.” 

“  That’s  rather  clever  of  you,”  I  said.  “  Perhaps 
that  is  why.” 
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The  Italian  character  struck  me  as  having  interest¬ 
ing  phases,  but  I  did  not  allow  this  impression  to 
appear.  I  looked  indifferently  out  of  the  window. 
Italian  sunsets  are  very  becoming. 

“  The  signora,  your  mother,  has  told  me  that  you 
have  no  brothers  or  sisters,  Mees  Wick.  She  made 
me  the  confidence — it  was  most  kind.” 

“  There  never  has  been  any  secret  about  it,  Count.” 

“  Then  you  have  not  even  one  ?  ”  Count  Filgiatti’s 
eyes  were  full  of  melancholy  sympathy. 

“  I  think,”  I  said  with  coldness,  “  that  in  a  matter 
of  that  kind,  momma’s  word  should  hardly  need 
corroboration.” 

“  Ah,  it  is  sad  !  With  me  what  difference ! 
Can  you  believe  of  eleven  ?  And  the  father 
with  the  saints  !  And  I  of  course  am  the  eldest 
of  all.” 

“  Dear  me,”  I  said,  “  what  a  responsibility  !  ” 

“  Ah,  you  recognise !  you  understand  the — the 
necessities,  yes  ?  ” 

At  that  moment  the  train  stopped  at  Civita  Vecchia, 
and  the  Senator  awoke  and  put  his  hat  on.  “  The 
Eternal  City,”  he  remarked  when  he  descried  that 
the  name  of  the  station  was  not  Rome,  “  appears  to 
have  an  eternal  railway  to  match.  There  seems  to 
be  a  feeding-counter  here  though — we  might  have 
another  try  at  those  slices  of  veal  boiled  in  tomatoes, 
and  smothered  with  macaroni,  that  they  give  the 
pilgrim  stranger  in  these  parts.  You  may  lead  the 
world  in  romance,  Count,  but  you  don’t  put  any  of  it 
in  your  railway  refreshments.” 

As  we  passed  out  into  the  smooth-toned  talkative 
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darkness,  Count  Filgiatti  said  in  my  ear,  “  Mistra 
and  Madame  Wick  have  kindly  consented  to  receive 
my  visit  at  the  hotel  to-morrow.  Is  it  agreeable 
to  you  also  that  I  come  ?  ”  And  I  said,  “  Why, 
certainly  !  ” 


CHAPTER  XI 


T  li  J  E  descended  next  morning  to  realise  how 
V  V  original  we  were  in  being  in  the  plains  of 
Italy  in  July.  The  Fulda  people  and  the  Miss 
Binghams  and  Mrs  Portheris  had  prevented  our 
noticing  it  before,  but  in  the  Hotel  Mascigni,  Via 
del  Tritone,  we  seemed  to  have  arrived  at  a  point  of 
arid  solitude,  which  gave  poppa  a  new  and  convincing 
sense  of  all  he  was  going  through  in  pursuit  of  Con¬ 
tinental  culture.  We  sat  in  one  corner  of  the  “  Sala 
di  mangiari  ”  at  a  small  square  table,  and  in  all  the 
length  and  breadth  and  sumptuousness  of  that  magni¬ 
ficent  apartment — Italian  hotel  dining-rooms  are 
always  florid  and  palatial — there  was  only  one  other 
little  square  table  with  a  cloth  on  it  and  an  appear¬ 
ance  of  expectancy.  The  rest  were  heaped  with 
chairs,  bottom  side  up,  with  their  legs  in  the  air  ;  the 
chandeliers  were  tied  up  in  brown  holland,  and  through 
a  depressed  and  exhausted  atmosphere,  suggestive  of 
magnificent  occasions  temporarily  in  eclipse,  moved, 
with  a  casual  languid  air,  a  very  tall  waiter,  and  a 
very  short  one.  At  mysterious  exits  to  the  rear 
occasionally  appeared  the  form  of  the  chef  exchanging 
plates.  It  was  borne  in  upon  one  that  in  the  season 
the  chef  would  be  remanded  to  the  most  inviolable 
seclusion. 
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“  Do  you  suppose  Pompeii  will  be  any  worse  than 
this  ?  ”  inquired  the  Senator. 

“Talk  about  Americans  pervading  the  Continent,” 
he  continued,  casting  his  eye  over  the  surrounding 
desolation.  “  Where  are  they  ?  I  should  be  glad  to 
see  them.  Great  Scott !  if  it  comes  to  that,  I  should 
be  glad  to  see  a  blooming  Englishman  !  ” 

It  wasn’t  an  answer  to  prayer,  for  there  had  been 
no  opportunity  for  devotion,  but  at  that  moment  the 
door  opened  and  admitted  Mr,  Mrs,  and  Miss  Emme¬ 
line  Malt,  and  Miss  Callis.  The  reunion  was  as  rapt 
as  the  Senator  and  Emmeline  could  make  it,  and 
cordial  in  every  other  respect.  Mr  Malt  explained 
that  they  had  come  straight  through  from  Paris,  as 
time  was  beginning  to  press. 

“  We  couldn’t  leave  out  Rome,”  he  said,  “  on 
account  of  Mis’  Malt’s  mother — she  made  such  a 
point  of  our  seeing  the  prison  of  Saint  Paul.  In 
her  last  letter  she  was  looking  forward  very  anxiously 
to  our  safe  return  to  get  an  account  of  it.  She’s  a 
leader  in  our  experience  meetings,  and  I  couldn’t 
somehow  make  up  my  mind  to  face  her  without  it.” 

“  Poppa,”  remarked  Emmeline,  “  is  not  so  foolish 
as  he  looks.” 

“  We  were  just  wondering,”  exclaimed  momma, 
“  who  that  table  was  laid  for.  But  we  never  thought 
of  you.  Isn’t  it  strange  ?  ” 

We  agreed  that  it  was  little  short  of  marvellous. 
The  tall  waiter  strolled  up  for  the  commands  of  the 
Malt  party.  His  demeanour  showed  that  he  resented 
the  Malts,  who  were,  nevertheless,  innocent  respect¬ 
able  people.  As  Emmeline  ordered  caft  au  lait  pour 
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tous,  he  scowled  and  made  curious  contortions  with 
his  lower  jaw.  “  Anything  else  you  want  ?  ”  he 
inquired,  with  obvious  annoyance. 

“Yes,”  said  Miss  Callis.  He  further  expressed 
his  contempt  by  twisting  his  moustache,  and  waited 
in  silent  disdain. 

“  I  want,”  said  Miss  Callis  sweetly,  leaning  forward 
with  her  chin  artlessly  poised  in  her  hand,  “  to  know 
if  you  are  paid  to  make  faces  at  the  guests  of  this 
hotel.” 

There  was  laughter,  above  which  Emmeline’s  crow 
rose  loud  and  clear,  and  as  the  waiter  hastened  away, 
suddenly  transformed  into  a  sycophant,  poppa  re¬ 
marked,  “  I  see  you’ve  got  those  hotel  tickets,  too. 
Let  me  give  you  a  little  pointer.  Say  nothing 
about  it  until  next  day.  They  are  like  that  some¬ 
times.  In  being  deprived  of  the  opportunity  of 
swindling  us,  they  feel  that  they’ve  been  done  them¬ 
selves.” 

“  Oh,”  said  Mr  Malt,  “  we  never  reveal  it  for 
twenty-four  hours.  That  fellow  must  have  smelled 
’em  on  us.  Now,  how  were  you  proposing  to  spend 
the  day  ?  ” 

“  We’re  going  to  the  Forum,”  remarked  Emme¬ 
line.  “  Do  come  with  us,  Mr  Wick.  We  should 
love  to  have  you.” 

“  We  mustn’t  forget  the  Count,”  said  momma  to 
the  Senator. 

“  What  Count  ?  ”  Emmeline  inquired.  “  Did  you 
ever,  momma  !  Mis’  Wick  knows  a  count.  She’s 
been  smarter  than  we  have,  hasn’t  she  ?  Introduce 
him  to  us,  Mis’  Wick.” 
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“  Emmeline/’  said  her  mother  severely,  “  you  are 
as  personal  as  ever  you  can  be.  I  don’t  know  what¬ 
ever  Mis’  Wick  will  think  of  you.” 

“  She’s  merely  full  of  intelligent  curiosity,  Mis’ 
Malt,”  said  Mr  Malt,  who  seemed  to  be  in  the  last 
stage  of  infatuated  parent.  “  I  know  you’ll  excuse 
her,”  he  added  to  momma,  who  said  with  rather 
frigid  emphasis,  “  Oh  yes,  we’ll  excuse  her.”  But 
the  hint  was  lost  and  Emmeline  remained.  Poppa 
looked  in  his  memorandum  book  and  found  that  the 
Count  was  not  to  arrive  until  3  p.m.  There  was, 
therefore,  no  reason  why  we  should  not  accompany 
the  Malts  to  the  Forum,  and  it  was  arranged. 

A  quarter  of  an  hour  later  we  were  rolling  through 
Rome.  As  a  family  we  were  rather  subdued  by 
the  idea  that  it  was  Rome,  there  was  such  immense 
significance  even  in  the  streets  with  tramways,  though 
it  was  rather  an  atmosphere  than  anything  of  definite 
detail  ;  but  no  such  impression  weighed  upon  the 
Malts.  They  took  Rome  at  its  face  value  and 
refused  to  recognise  the  unearned  increment  heaped 
up  by  the  centuries.  However,  as  we  were  divided 
in  two  carriages,  none  of  us  had  all  the  Malts. 

It  was  warm  and  dusty,  the  air  had  a  malarious 
taste.  We  drove  first,  I  remember,  to  the  American 
druggist’s  in  the  Piazza  di  Spagna  for  some  magnesia 
Mrs  Malt  wanted  for  Emmeline,  who  had  prickly 
heat.  It  was  annoying  to  have  one’s  first  Roman 
impressions  confused  with  Emmeline  and  magnesia 
and  prickly  heat ;  but  Mrs  Malt  appeared  to  think 
that  Rome  attracted  visitors  chiefly  by  means  of  that 
American  druggist.  She  said  she  was  perfectly 


A  VOYAGE  OF  CONSOLATION  139 


certain  we  should  find  an  American  dentist  there, 
too,  if  we  only  took  the  time  to  look  him  up.  I 
can’t  say  whether  she  took  the  time.  We  didn’t. 

It  was  interesting,  the  Piazza  di  Spagna,  because 
that  is  where  everybody  who  has  read  “  Roba  di 
Roma  ”  knows  that  the  English  and  Americans  have 
lived  ever  since  the  days  when  dear  old  Mr  Story 
and  the  rest  used  to  coach  it  from  Civita  Vecchia 
—  in  hotels,  and  pensions,  and  apartments,  the 
people  in  Marion  Crawford’s  novels.  We  could 
only  decide  that  the  plain,  severe,  many-storied 
houses  with  the  shops  underneath  had  charms  inside 
to  compensate  for  their  outward  lack.  Not  a  tree 
anywhere,  not  a  scrap  of  grass,  only  the  lava  pave¬ 
ment,  and  the  view  of  the  druggist’s  shop  and  the 
tourists’  agency  office.  Miss  Callis  said  she  didn’t 
see  why  man  should  be  for  ever  bound  up  with  the 
vegetable  creation — it  was  like  living  in  a  perpetual 
salad — and  was  disposed  to  defend  the  Piazza  di 
Spagna  at  all  points,  it  looked  so  nice  and  expen¬ 
sive.  But  Miss  Callis’s  tastes  were  very  distinctly 
urban. 

That  druggist’s  establishment  was  on  the  Pincian 
Hill !  It  seemed,  on  reflection,  an  outrage.  We  all 
looked  about  us,  when  we  discovered  this,  for  the 
other  six,  and  another  of  the  foolish  geographical 
illusions  of  the  school-room  was  shattered  for  each 
of  us.  The  Rome  of  my  imagination  was  as  dis¬ 
tinctly  seven-hilled  as  a  quadruped  is  four-legged, 
the  Rome  I  saw  had  no  eminences  to  speak  of  any¬ 
where.  Perhaps,  as  poppa  suggested,  business  had 
moved  away  from  the  hills  and  we  should  find  them 
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in  the  suburbs,  but  this  we  were  obliged  to  leave  un¬ 
ascertained. 

Through  the  warm  empty  streets  we  drove  and 
looked  at  Rome.  It  was  driving  through  time, 
through  history,  through  art,  and  going  backward. 
And  through  the  Christian  religion,  for  we  started 
where  the  pillar  of  Pius  IX.,  setting  forth  the  doctrine 
of  the  Immaculate  Conception,  reaffirmed  a  modern 
dogma  of  the  great  church  across  the  Tiber  ;  and  we 
rattled  on  past  other  and  earlier  memorials  of  that 
church  thick-built  into  the  Middle  Ages,  and  of  the 
Early  Fathers,  and  of  the  very  Apostles.  All  heaped 
and  crowded  and  over-built,  solid  and  ragged,  decay¬ 
ing  and  defying  decay,  clinging  to  her  traditions  with 
both  hands,  old  Rome  jostled  before  us.  Presently 
uprose  a  great  and  crumbling  arch  and  a  difference, 
and  as  we  passed  it  the  sound  of  the  life  of  the  city 
died  indistinctly  away  and  a  silence  grew  up,  with 
the  smell  of  the  sun  upon  grasses  and  weeds,  and 
we  stopped  and  looked  down  into  Caesars  world, 
which  lay  below  us,  empty.  We  gazed  in  silence 
for  a  moment,  and  then  Emmeline  remarked  that 
she  could  make  as  good  a  Forum  with  a  box  of 
blocks. 

“  I  shouldn’t  wonder  but  what  you  express  the 
sentiments  of  all  present,”  said  her  father  admiringly. 
“  Now  is  it  allowable  for  us  to  go  down  there  and 
make  ourselves  at  home  amongst  those  antique 
pillars,  or  have  we  got  to  take  the  show  in  from 
here  ?  ” 

“  No,  Malt,”  said  the  Senator,  helping  the  ladies 
out,  “  I  can’t  say  I  agree  with  you.  It’s  a  dead 
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city,  that’s  what  it  is,  and  for  my  part  I’ve  never 
seen  anything  so  impressive.” 

“  Mr  Wick,”  remarked  Miss  Callis,  “  has  not  visited 
Philadelphia.” 

“  Well,  for  a  municipal  cemetery,”  returned  Mr 
Malt,  “it’s  pretty  uncared  for.  If  there  was  any 
enterprise  in  this  capital  it  would  be  suitably  railed 
in  with  posts  and  chains,  and  a  monument  inscribed 
‘  Here  lies  Rome’s  former  greatness  ’  or  something 
like  that.  But  the  Italians  haven’t  got  a  particle  of 
go — I’ve  noticed  that  all  through.” 

We  went  down  the  wooden  stair,  a  century  at  a 
step,  and  presently  walked  and  talked,  we  seven 
Americans,  in  that  elder  Rome  that  most  people 
know  so  much  better  than  the  one  with  St  Peter’s 
and  the  Corso,  because  of  the  clinging  nature  of 
those  early  impressions  which  we  construe  for  our¬ 
selves  with  painful  reference  to  lists  of  exceptions. 
We  all  felt  that  it  was  a  small  place  to  have  had 
so  much  to  say  to  history,  and  were  obliged  to 
remind  ourselves  that  we  weren’t  looking  at  the 
whole  of  it.  Poppa  acknowledged  that  his  tendency 
to  compare  it  unfavourably,  in  spite  of  the  verdict 
of  history,  with  Chicago,  was  checked  by  a  smell 
from  the  Cloaca  Maxima,  which  proved  that  the 
Ancient  Romans  probably  enjoyed  enteric  and 
sewer  gas  quite  as  much  as  we  do,  although  under 
names  that  are  to  be  found  only  in  dictionaries  now. 
Mrs  Malt  said  the  place  surprised  her  in  being  so 
yellow — she  had  always  imagined  pictures  of  it  to 
have  been  taken  in  the  sunset,  but  now  she  saw 
that  it  was  perfectly  natural.  Acting  upon  Mr 
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Malt’s  advice  we  did  not  attempt  to  identify  more 
than  the  leading  features,  and  I  remember  distinctly, 
in  consequence,  that  the  temple  of  Castor  had  three 
columns  standing  and  the  temple  of  Saturn  had 
eight,  while  of  the  Basilica  Julia  there  was  nothing 
at  all  but  the  places  where  they  used  to  be.  Mrs 
Malt  said  it  made  her  feel  quite  idolatrous  to  look 
at  them,  and  for  her  part  she  couldn’t  be  sorry  they 
had  fallen  so  much  into  decay — it  was  only  right 
and  proper.  This  launched  Mr  and  Mrs  Malt  and 
my  parents  upon  a  discussion  which  threatened  to 
become  unwisely  polemic  if  Emmeline  had  not 
briefly  decided  it  in  favour  of  Christianity. 

Momma  and  Mrs  Malt  expressed  a  desire  above 
all  things  to  see  the  temple  and  apartments  of  the 
Vestal  Virgins,  which  Miss  Callis  with  some  surprise 
begged  them  on  no  account  to  mention  in  the 
presence  of  the  gentlemen. 

“  There  are  some  things,”  remarked  Miss  Callis 
austerely,  “  from  which  no  respectable  married  lady 
would  wish  to  lift  the  veil  of  the  classics.” 

Momma  was  inclined  to  argue  the  point,  but  Miss 
Callis  looked  so  shocked  that  she  desisted. 

"  Perhaps,  Mrs  Wick,”  she  said  sarcastically,  “  you 
intend  to  go  to  see  the  Baths  of  Caracallus  !  ” 

To  which  momma  replied  certainly  not ,  that  was 
a  very  different  thing.  And  if  I  am  unable  to 
describe  the  Baths  of  Caracallus  in  this  history,  it  is 
on  account  of  Miss  Callis’s  personal  influence  and  the 
remarkable  development  of  her  sense  of  propriety. 

At  momma’s  suggestion  we  walked  slowly  all 
round  the  Via  Sacra,  looking  steadily  down  at  its 
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little  triangular  original  paving  stones,  and  tried  to 
imagine  ourselves  the  shackled  captives  of  Scipio. 
If  the  party  had  not  consisted  so  largely  of  Emmeline 
the  effort  might  have  been  successful.  Fragments 
of  exhumed  statuary,  discoloured  and  featureless, 
stood  tipped  in  rows  along  the  shorn  foundations 
and  inspired  in  Mr  Malt  a  serious  curiosity. 

“  The  ancients,”  said  Mr  Malt  with  conviction, 
“  were  every  bit  as  smart  as  the  moderns,  meaning 
born  intelligence.  Look  at  that  ear — that  ear  took 
talent.  There  isn’t  a  terra-cotta  factory  in  the 
United  States  that  could  turn  out  a  better  ear  to¬ 
day.  But  they  hadn’t  what  we  call  gumption,  they 
put  all  their  capital  into  one  line  of  business,  and 
you  may  be  sure  they  swamped  the  market.  If 
they’d  just  done  a  little  inventing  now,  instead — 
worried  out  the  idea  of  steam,  or  gas,  or  electricity 
— why  Rome  might  never  have  fallen  to  this  day.” 

.  And  no  one  interfered  with  Mr  Malt’s  idea  that 
the  fall  of  Rome  was  a  purely  commercial  disaster. 
Doubtless  it  was  out  of  regard  for  his  feelings,  but 
he  was  exactly  the  sort  of  man  to  compel  you  to 
prove  your  assertion. 

We  found  the  boundaries  of  the  first  Forum  of 
the  Republic,  and  poppa,  pacing  it  in  a  soft  felt  hat 
and  a  silk  duster,  offered  a  Senatorial  contrast  to 
history.  He  looked  round  him  with  dignity  and 
made  the  gesture  which  goes  with  his  most  sustained 
oratorical  flights.  “  I  wouldn’t  have  backed  up  Cato 
in  everything,”  he  said  thoughtfully.  “  No.  There 
were  occasions  on  which  I  should  have  voted  against 
the  old  man,  and  the  little  American  school-boys  of 
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to-day  would  have  had  to  decline  ‘  Mugwumpus  ’  in 
consequence.”  And  at  the  thought  of  Cannae  and 
Trasimene  the  nineteenth  century  Senator  from 
Illinois  fiercely  pulled  his  beard. 

We  turned  our  pilgrim  feet  to  where  the  Colosseum 
wheels  against  the  sky  and  gives  up  the  world’s 
eternal  supreme  note  of  splendour  and  of  cruelty  ; 
and  along  the  solitary  dusty  Appian  Way,  as  if  it 
were  a  country  lane  of  the  time  we  know,  came 
a  ragged  Roman  urchin  with  a  basket.  Under  the 
triumphal  arch  of  Titus,  where  his  forefathers  jeered 
at  the  Jews  in  manacled  procession,  we  bargained 
with  him  for  his  purple  plums.  He  had  the  eyes 
and  the  smile  of  immemorial  Italy  for  his  own,  and 
the  bones  of  Imperial  Rome  in  equal  inheritance, 
which  he  also  wished  to  sell,  by  the  way,  in  jagged 
fragments  from  his  trouser  pockets.  And  it  linked 
up  those  early  days  with  that  particular  afternoon 
in  a  curiously  simple  way  to  think  that  from  the 
Caesars  to  King  Humbert  there  has  never  been  a 
year  without  just  such  brown-cheeked,  dark-eyed, 
imperfectly  washed  little  Roman  boys  upon  the 
Appian  Way. 


CHAPTER  XII 


WE  were  too  late  for  the  hotel  dejeuner,  and  had 
to  order  it,  I  remember,  d  la  carte.  That 
was  why  the  Count  was  kept  waiting.  We  were  kept 
waiting  too,  which  seemed  at  the  moment  of  more 
importance,  since  the  atmosphere  of  the  classics  had 
given  us  excellent  appetites.  Emmeline  decided 
upon  ices  and  petits  fours  in  the  Corso  for  her  party, 
after  which  they  were  going  to  let  nothing  interfere 
with  their  inspection  of  the  prison  of  St  Paul  ;  but 
we  came  back  and  ordered  a  haricot.  In  the 
cavernous  recesses  beyond  the  door  which  opened 
kitchen-ward,  commands  resounded,  and  a  quarter 
of  an  hour  later  a  boy  walked  casually  through  the 
dining-room  bearing  beans  in  a  basket.  Time  went 
on,  and  the  Senator  was  compelled  to  send  word 
that  he  had  not  ordered  the  repast  for  the  following 
day.  The  small  waiter  then  made  a  pretence  of 
activity,  and  brought  vinegar  and  salt,  and  rolls  and 
water.  “  The  peutates  is  notta-cooks,”  said  he  in 
deprecation,  and  we  were  distressed  to  postpone 
the  Count  for  those  peutates.  But  what  else  was 
possible  ? 

The  dismaying  part  was  that  after  luncheon  had 
enabled  us  to  regard  a  little  thing  like  that  with 
equanimity,  my  parents  abandoned  it  to  me.  Momma 
said  she  knew  she  was  missing  a  great  deal,  but  she 
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really  didn’t  feel  equal  to  entertaining  the  Count  ; 
her  back  had  given  out  completely.  The  Senator 
wished  to  attend  to  his  mail.  With  the  assistance 
of  his  letters  and  telegrams  he  was  beginning  to 
bear  up  wonderfully,  and,  as  it  was  just  in,  I  hadn’t 
the  heart  to  interfere.  “  You  can  apologise  for  us, 
daughter,”  said  poppa,  “  and  say  something  polite 
about  our  seeing  him  later.  Don’t  let  him  suppose 
we’ve  gone  back  on  him  in  any  way.  It’s  a 
thing  no  young  fellow  in  America  would  think 
of,  but  with  these  foreigners  you  never  can 
tell.” 

I  saw  at  once  that  the  Count  was  annoyed.  He 
was  standing  in  the  middle  of  the  salon,  fingering 
his  sword-hilt  in  a  manner  which  expressed  the  most 
absurd  irritation.  So  I  said  immediately  that  I  was 
awfully  sorry,  but  it  seemed  so  difficult  to  get  any¬ 
thing  to  eat  in  Rome  at  that  time  of  year,  that  the 
head-waiter  was  really  responsible,  and  wouldn’t  he 
sit  down  ? 

“  I  don’t  know  what  you  will  think  of  us,”  I 
went  on  as  we  shook  hands.  “  How  long  have  you 
been  kind  enough  to  wait,  anyway  ?  ” 

“  Since  a  quarter  of  an  hour — only,”  replied  the 
Count,  with  a  difficult  smile,  “  but  now  that  I  see 
you  it  is  forgotten  all.” 

“  That’s  very  nice  of  you,”  I  said.  “  I  assure  you 
momma  was  quite  worked  up  about  keeping  you 
waiting.  It’s  rather  trying  to  the  American  tempera¬ 
ment  to  be  obliged  to  order  a  hurried  luncheon  from 
the  market-gardener.” 

“  So  !  In  America  you  have  him  not  —  the 
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market  garden  ?  You  are  each  his  own  vegetable. 
Yes  ?  Ah,  how  much  better  than  the  poor  Italian  ! 
But  Mistra  and  Madame  Wick,  they  have  not,  I 
hope,  the  indisposition  ?  ” 

“  Well,  I’m  afraid  they  have,  Count — something 
like  that.  They  said  I  was  to  ask  you  to  excuse 
them.  You  see  they’ve  been  sight-seeing  the  whole 
morning,  and  that’s  something  that  can’t  be  done  by 
halves  in  your  city.  The  stranger  has  to  put  his 
whole  soul  into  it,  hasn’t  he  ?  ” 

“  Ah,  the  whole  soul  !  It  is  too  fatiguing,”  Count 
Filgiatti  assented.  He  glanced  at  me  uncertainly, 
and  rose.  “  Kindly  may  I  ask  that  you  give  my 
deepest  afflictions  to  Mistra  and  Madame  Wick  for 
their  health  ?  ” 

“  Oh,”  I  said,  “  if  you  must !  But  I’m  here,  you 
know.”  I  put  no  hauteur  into  my  tone,  because  I 
saw  that  it  was  a  misunderstanding. 

He  still  hesitated  and  I  remembered  that  the 
Filgiatti  intelligence  probably  dated  from  the  Middle 
Ages,  and  had  undergone  very  little  alteration  since. 
“  You  have  made  such  a  short  visit,”  I  said.  “  I 
must  be  a  very  bad  substitute  for  momma  and 
poppa.” 

A  flash  of  comprehension  illuminated  my  visitor’s 
countenance.  “  I  pray  that  you  do  not  think  such 
a  wrong  thing,”  he  said  impulsively.  “If  it  is 
permitted,  I  again  sit  down.” 

“  Do,”  said  I,  and  he  did.  Anything  else  would 
have  seemed  perfectly  unreasonable,  and  yet  for  the 
moment  he  twisted  his  moustache,  apparently  in  the 
most  foolish  embarrassment.  To  put  him  at  his  ease, 
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I  told  him  how  lovely  I  thought  the  fountains. 
“  That’s  one  of  your  most  ideal  connections  with 
ancient  history,  don’t  you  think  ?  ”  I  said.  “  The 
fact  that  those  old  aqueducts  of  yours  have  been 
bringing  down  the  water  to  sparkle  and  ripple  in 
Roman  streets  ever  since.” 

“  Idealissimo  !  And  the  Trevi  of  Bernini — I  hope 
you  threw  the  soldi,  so  that  you  must  come  back  to 
Rome  !  ” 

“We  weren’t  quite  sure  which  it  was,”  I  responded, 
“  so  poppa  threw  soldi  into  all  of  them,  to  make 
certain.  Sometimes  he  had  to  make  two  or 
three  shots,”  and  I  could  not  help  smiling  at  the 
recollection. 

“  Ah,  the  profusion  !  ” 

“  I  don’t  suppose  they  came  to  a  quarter  of  a 
dollar,  Count.  It  is  the  cheapest  of  your  amuse¬ 
ments.” 

The  Count  reflected  for  a  moment. 

“  Then  you  wish  to  return  to  Rome,”  he  said 
softly  ;  “  you  take  interest  here  ?  ” 

“  Why  yes,”  I  said,  “  I’m  not  a  barbarian.  I’m 
from  Illinois.” 

“  Then  why  do  you  go  away  ?  ” 

“  Our  time  is  so  limited.” 

“  Ah,  Mees  Wick,  you  have  all  of  your  life.”  The 
Italians  certainly  have  exquisite  voices. 

“  That  is  true,”  I  said  thoughtfully. 

“  Many  young  American  ladies  now  live  always 
in  Italy,”  pursued  Count  Filgiatti. 

“Is  that  so  ?  ”  I  replied  pleasantly.  “  They  are 
domiciled  here  with  their  parents  ?  ” 
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“  Y — yes.  Sometimes  it  is  like  that.  And 

sometimes - ” 

“  Sometimes  they  are  working  in  the  studios.  I 
know.  A  delightful  life  it  must  be.” 

The  Count  looked  at  the  carpet.  “  Ah,  signorina, 
you  misunderstand  my  poor  English,”  he  said  ;  “  she 
means  quite  different.” 

It  was  not  coquetry  which  induced  me  to  cast 
down  my  eyes. 

“  The  American  young  lady  will  sometimes  con¬ 
tract  alliance.” 

“  Oh  !  ”  I  exclaimed. 

“  Yes.  And  if  it  is  a  good  arrangimento  it  is 
always  quite  quite  happy.” 

“  We  are  said,”  I  observed,  thoughtfully,  “  to  be 
able,  as  a  people,  to  accommodate  ourselves  to 
circumstances.” 

“  You  approve  this  idea  !  Signorina,  you  are  so 
amiable,  it  is  heavenly.” 

“  I  see  no  objection  to  it,”  I  said.  “It  is  entirely 
a  matter  of  taste.” 

“  And  the  American  ladies  have  much  taste,” 
observed  Count  Filgiatti,  blandly. 

“  I’m  afraid  it  isn’t  infallible,”  I  said,  “  but  it  is 
charming  to  hear  it  approved.” 

“  The  American  lady  comes  in  Italy.  She  is 
young,  beautiful,  with  a  grace — ah  !  And  perhaps 
there  is  a  little  income — a  few  dollar — but  we  do 
not  speak  of  that — it  is  a  trifle,  only  to  make 
possible  the  arrangimento.” 

“  I  see,”  I  said. 

“  The  American  lady  is  so  perceiving — it  is  also 
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a  charm.  The  Italian  gentleman  has  a  dignity  of 
his.  He  is  perhaps  from  a  family  a  little  old.  It 
is  nothing — the  matter  is  of  the  heart — but  it 
makes  possible  the  arrangimento.” 

“  I  have  read  of  such  things  before,”  I  said,  “  in 
the  newspapers.  It  is  most  amusing  to  hear  them 
corroborated  on  the  spot.  But  that  is  one  of  the 
charms  of  travel,  Count  Filgiatti.” 

The  Count  hesitated  and  a  shade  of  indecision 
crossed  his  swarthy  little  features.  Then  he  added 
simply,  “  For  me  she  has  always  been  a  vision, 
that  American  lady.  It  is  for  this  that  I  study 
the  English.  I  have  thought  ‘  When  I  meet  one 
of  those  so  charming  Americans,  I  will  do  my 
possible.’  ” 

I  could  not  help  thinking  of  that  family  of  eleven 
and  the  father  with  the  saints.  It  was  pathetic 
to  feel  one’s  self  a  realised  vision  without  any 
capacity  for  beneficence  —  worse  in  some  respects 
than  being  obliged  to  be  unkind  to  hopes  with  no 
financial  basis.  It  made  one  feel  somehow  so 
mercenary.  But  before  I  could  think  of  anything 
to  say — it  was  such  a  difficult  juncture — the  Count 
went  on. 

“  But  in  the  Italian  idea  it  is  better  first  one  thing 
to  know — the  agreement  of  the  American  signorina. 
If  she  will  not,  the  Italian  nobleman  is  too  much 
disgrace.  It  is  not  good  to  offer  the  name  and 
the  title  if  the  lady  say  no,  I  do  not  want — take 
that  poor  thing  away.” 

How  artless  it  was !  Yet  my  sympathy  ebbed 
immediately.  Not  my  curiosity  however.  Perhaps 
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at  this  or  an  earlier  point  I  should  have  gone 
blushing  away  and  forever  pondered  in  secret  the 
problem  of  Count  Filgiatti’s  intentions.  I  confess 
that  it  didn’t  even  occur  to  me — it  was  such  a 
little  Count  and  so  far  beyond  the  range  of  my 
emotions.  Instead,  I  smiled  in  a  non-committal 
way  and  said  that  Count  Filgiatti’s  prudence  was 
most  unique. 

“  With  a  friend  to  previously  discover  then  it  is 
easy.  But  perhaps  the  lady  will  have  no  friends 
in  Italy.” 

“You  would  have  to  be  prepared  for  that,”  I  said. 
“  Certainly.” 

“  Also  she  perhaps  quickly  go  away.  The 
Americans  are  so  instantaneous.  Maybe  my  vision 
fade  like — like  anything.” 

“In  a  perspective  of  tourists’  coupons,”  I  sug¬ 
gested. 

For  a  moment  there  was  silence,  through  which 
we  could  hear  the  scrubbing-brush  of  the  chamber¬ 
maid  on  the  marble  hall  of  the  first  floor.  It 
seemed  a  final  note  of  desolation. 

“If  I  must  speak  of  myself  believe  me  it  is 
not  a  nobody  the  Count  Filgiatti,”  he  went  on  at 
last.  “  Two  Cardinals  I  have  had  in  my  family  and 
one  is  second  cousin  to  the  Pope.” 

“  Fancy  the  Pope’s  having  relations !  ”  I  said, 
“  but  I  suppose  there  is  nothing  to  prevent  it.” 

“  Nothing  at  all.  In  my  family  I  have  had  many 
ambassadors,  but  that  was  a  little  formerly.  Once  a 
Filgiatti  married  with  a  Medici — but  these  things  are 
better  for  Mistra  and  Madame  Wick  to  inquire.” 
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“  Poppa  is  very  much  interested  in  antiquities, 
but  I’m  afraid  there  will  hardly  be  time,  Count 
Filgiatti.” 

“  Listen,  I  will  say  all !  Always  they  have  been 
much  too  large,  the  families  Filgiatti.  So  now 
perhaps  we  are  a  little  reduce.  But  there  is  still 
somethings  —  ah,  signorina,  can  you  pardon  that 
I  speak  these  things,  but  the  time  is  so  small — 
there  is  fifteen  hundred  lire  yearly  revenue  to  my 
pocket.” 

“About  three  hundred  dollars,”  I  observed  sym¬ 
pathetically.  Count  Filgiatti  nodded  with  the  smile 
of  a  conscious  capitalist.  “  Then  of  course,”  I  said, 
“  you  won’t  marry  for  money.”  I’m  afraid  this 
was  a  little  unkind,  but  I  was  quite  sure  the  Count 
would  perceive  no  irony,  and  said  it  for  my  own 
amusement. 

“Jamais  l  In  Italy  you  will  find  that  never! 
The  Italian  gives  always  the  heart  before  — 
before - ” 

“  The  arrangimento,”  I  suggested  softly. 

“  Indeed,  yes.  There  is  also  the  seat  of  the 
family.” 

“  The  seat  of  the  family,”  I  repeated.  “  Oh — 
the  family  seat.  Of  course,  being  a  Count,  you 

have  a  castle.  They  always  go  together.  I  had 

forgotten.” 

“  A  castle  I  cannot  say,  but  for  the  country  it  is 

very  well.  It  is  not  amusing  there,  in  Tuscany. 

It  is  a  little  out  of  repairs.  Twice  a  year  I  go 
to  see  my  mother  and  all  those  brothers  and  sisters 
— it  is  enough  !  And  the  Countess,  my  mother, 
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has  said  to  me  two  hundred  times,  ‘  Marry  with  an 
Americaine,  Nicco — it  is  my  command.’  *  Nicco,’ 
she  calls  me — it  is  what  you  call  jackname.” 

The  Count  smiled  deprecatingly,  and  looked  at 
me  with  a  great  deal  of  sentiment,  twisting  his 
moustache.  Another  pause  ensued.  It’s  all  very 
well  to  say  I  should  have  dismissed  him  long 
before  this,  but  I  should  like  to  know  on  what 
grounds  ? 

“  I  wish  very  much  to  write  my  mother  that  I 
have  found  the  American  lady  for  a  new  Countess 
Filgiatti,”  he  said  at  last  with  emotion. 

“  Well,”  I  said  awkwardly,  “  I  hope  you  will  find 
her.” 

“  Ah,  Mees  Wick,”  exclaimed  the  Count  recklessly, 
“  you  are  that  American  lady.  When  I  saw  you  in 
the  railway  I  said,  ‘  It  is  my  vision  !  ’  At  once  I 
desired  to  embrace  the  papa.  And  he  was  not  cold 
with  me — he  told  me  of  the  soda.  I  had  courage, 
I  had  hope.  At  first  when  I  see  you  to-day  I  am  a 
little  derange.  In  the  Italian  way  I  speak  first  with 
the  papa.  Then  came  a  little  thought  in  my  heart 
— no,  it  is  propitious  !  In  America  the  daughter 
maka  always  her  own  arrangimento.  So  I  am 
spoken.” 

At  this  I  rose  immediately.  I  would  not  have  it 
on  my  conscience  that  I  toyed  with  the  matrimonial 
proposition  of  even  an  Italian  Count. 

“  I  think  I  understand  you,  Count  Filgiatti,”  I 
said — There  is  something  about  the  most  insignifi¬ 
cant  proposal  that  makes  one  blush  in  a  perfectly 
absurd  way.  I  have  never  been  able  to  get  over 
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it — “  and  I  fear  I  must  bring  this  interview  to  a 
close.  I - ” 

“  Ah,  it  is  too  embarrassing  for  you  !  It  is 
experience  very  new,  very  strange.” 

“  No,”  I  said,  regaining  my  composure,  “  not  at 
all.  But  the  fact  is,  Count  Filgiatti,  the  transaction 
you  propose  doesn’t  appeal  to  me.  It  is  too  business¬ 
like  to  be  sentimental,  and  too  sentimental  to  be 
business-like.  I’m  sorry  to  seem  disobliging,  but  I 
really  couldn’t  make  up  my  mind  to  marry  a 
gentleman  for  his  ancestors  who  are  dead,  even  if  he 
was  willing  to  marry  me  for  my  income  which  may 
disappear.  Poppa  is  very  speculative.  But  I  know 
there’s  a  certain  percentage  of  Americans  who  think 
a  count  with  a  family  seat  is  about  the  only  thing 
worth  bringing  away  from  Europe,  now  that  we 
manufacture  so  much  for  ourselves,  and  if  I  meet 
any  of  them  I’ll  bear  you  in  mind.” 

“  Upon  my  word !  ” 

It  was  Mrs  Portheris,  in  the  doorway  behind  us, 
just  arrived  from  Siena. 


I  mentioned  the  matter  to  my  parents,  thinking  it 
might  amuse  them,  and  it  did.  From  a  business 
point  of  view,  however,  poppa  could  not  help  feeling 
a  certain  amount  of  sympathy  for  the  Count.  “  I 
hope,  daughter,”  he  said,  “  you  didn’t  give  him  the 
ha-ha  to  his  face.” 


CHAPTER  XIII 


THERE  is  the  very  tenderness  of  desolation  upon 
the  Appian  Way.  To  me  it  suggested  nothing 
of  the  splendour  of  Roman  villas  and  the  tragedy  of 
flying  Emperors.  It  spoke  only  of  itself,  lying  over 
the  wide  silence  of  the  noon-day  fields,  historic 
doubtless,  but  noon-day  certainly.  Something  lives 
upon  the  warm  stretches  of  the  Appian  Way,  some¬ 
thing  that  talks  of  the  eternal  and  unchangeable, 
and  yet  has  the  pathos  of  the  fragmentary  and  the 
lost.  Perhaps  it  is  the  ghost  of  a  genius  that 
has  failed  of  reincarnation,  and  inspires  the  weeds 
and  the  leaf-shadows  instead.  Thinking  of  it,  one 
remembers  only  an  almond  tree  in  flower,  that  grew 
beside  a  ruined  arch  by  the  wayside — both  quite  alone 
in  the  sunlight — and  perhaps  of  a  meek,  young, 
marble  Cecilia,  unquestioningly  prostrate,  submissive 
to  the  axe. 

We  were  on  our  way  to  the  Catacombs,  momma, 
the  Senator,  and  Mrs  Portheris  in  one  carriage, 
R.  Dod,  Mr  Mafferton,  Isabel,  and  I  in  the  other. 
I  approved  of  the  arrangement,  because  the  mutu¬ 
ally  distant  understanding  that  existed  between  Mr 
Mafferton  and  me  had  already  been  the  subject 
of  remark  by  my  parents.  (“  For  old  London 
acquaintances  you  and  Mr  Mafferton  seem  to  have 
very  little  to  say  to  each  other,”  momma  had 
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observed  that  very  morning.)  It  was  borne  in  upon 
me  that  this  was  absurd.  People  have  no  business 
to  be  estranged  for  life  because  one  of  them  has 
happened  to  propose  to  the  other,  unless,  of  course, 
he  has  been  accepted  and  afterwards  divorced,  which 
is  quite  a  different  thing.  Besides,  there  was  Dicky 
to  think  of.  I  decided  that  there  was  a  medium  in 
all  things,  and  to  help  me  to  find  it  I  wore  a  blouse 
from  Madame  Valerie  in  the  Rue  de  l’Opera,  which 
cost  seven  times  its  value,  and  was  naturally  becoming. 
Perhaps  this  was  going  to  extreme  measures  ;  but 
he  was  a  recalcitrant  Englishman,  and  for  Dicky’s 
sake  one  had  to  think  of  everything. 

Englishmen  have  a  genius  for  looking  uncomfort¬ 
able.  Their  feelings  are  terribly  mixed  up  with 
their  personal  appearance.  It  was  some  time  before 
Mr  Mafferton  would  consent  to  be  even  tolerably  at 
his  ease,  though  I  made  a  distinct  effort  to  show 
that  I  bore  no  malice.  It  must  have  been  the  mere 
memory  of  the  past  that  embarrassed  him,  for  the 
other  two  were  as  completely  unaware  of  his  exis¬ 
tence  as  they  well  could  be  in  the  same  carriage. 
For  a  time,  as  I  talked  in  commonplaces,  Mr 
Mafferton  in  monosyllables,  and  Mr  Dod  and  Miss 
Portheris  in  regards,  the  most  sordid  realist  would 
have  hesitated  to  chronicle  our  conversation. 

“  When,”  I  inquired  casually,  “  are  you  thinking 
of  going  back,  Mr  Mafferton  ?  ” 

“To  town  ?  Not  before  October  I  fancy  !  ” 

“  Even  in  Rome,”  I  observed,  “  London  is  ‘  town  ’ 
to  you,  isn’t  it  ?  What  a  curious  thing  insular 
tradition  is  !  ” 
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“  I  suppose  Rome  was  invented  first,”  he  replied 
haughtily. 

“  Why  yes,”  I  said  ;  “  while  the  ancestors  of 
Eaton-square  were  running  about  in  blue  paint  and 
bear-skins,  and  Albert  Gate,  in  the  directory,  was 
a  mere  cave.  What  do  you  suppose,”  I  went  on, 
following  up  this  line  of  thought,  “  when  you  were 
untutored  savages,  was  your  substitute  for  the  Red 
Book  ?  ” 

“  Really,”  said  this  Englishman,  “  I  haven’t  an 
idea.  Perhaps  as  you  have  suggested  they  had  no 
ad  dresses!' 

For  a  moment  I  felt  quite  depressed.  “  Did  you 
think  it  was  a  conundrum?”  I  asked.  “You  so 
often  remind  me  of  Punch ,  Mr  Mafferton.” 

I  shouldn’t  have  liked  anyone  to  say  that  to  me, 
but  it  seemed  to  have  quite  a  mollifying  effect  upon 
Mr  Mafferton.  He  smiled  and  pulled  his  moustache 
in  the  way  Englishmen  always  do,  when  endeavour¬ 
ing  to  absorb  a  compliment. 

“  Dear  old  London,”  I  went  on  reminiscently, 
“  what  a  funny  experience  it  was  !  ” 

“  To  the  Transatlantic  mind,”  responded  Mr 
Mafferton  stiffly,  “  one  can  imagine  it  instructive.” 

“It  was  a  revelation  to  mine,”  I  said  earnestly — 
“  a  revelation.”  Then,  remembering  Mr  Mafferton’s 
somewhat  painful  connection  with  the  revelation,  I 
added  carefully,  “  From  a  historic  point  of  view. 
The  Tower,  you  know,  and  all  that.” 

“  Ah !  ”  said  Mr  Mafferton,  with  a  distant  eye 
upon  the  Campagna. 

It  was  really  very  difficult. 
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“  Do  you  remember  the  day  we  went  to  Madame 
Tussaud’s?”  I  asked.  Perhaps  my  intonation  was 
a  little  dreamy.  “  I  shall  never  forget  William  the 
Conqueror — never.” 

“  Yes — yes,  I  think  I  do.”  It  was  clearly  an 
effort  of  memory. 

“  And  now,”  I  said  regretfully,  “  it  can  never  be 
the  same  again.” 

“  Certainly  not.”  He  used  quite  unnecessary 
emphasis. 

“  William  and  the  others  having  been  since 
destroyed  by  fire,”  I  continued.  Mr  Mafferton 
looked  foolish.  “  What  a  terrible  scene  that  must 
have  been !  Didn’t  you  feel  when  all  that  royal 
wax  melted  as  if  the  dynasties  of  England  had  been 
wrecked  over  again  !  What  effect  did  it  have  on 
dear  old  Victoria  ?  ” 

“  One  question  at  a  time,”  said  Mr  Mafferton,  and 
I  think  he  smiled. 

“  Now  you  remind  me  of  Sandford  and  Merton,”  I 
said,  “  and  a  place  for  everything  and  everything 
in  its  place.  And  punctuality  is  the  thief  of  time. 
And  many  others.” 

“You  haven’t  got  it  quite  right,”  said  Mr  Maffer¬ 
ton  with  incipient  animation.  “  May  I  correct  you  ? 
‘  Procrastination  ’  not  ‘  punctuality.’  ” 

“  Thanks,”  I  said.  I  could  not  help  observing 
that  for  quite  five  minutes  Mr  Mafferton  had  made 
no  effort  to  overhear  the  conversation  between 
Mr  Dod  and  Miss  Portheris.  It  was  a  trifle,  but 
life  is  made  up  of  little  things. 

“  I  don’t  believe  we  adorn  our  conversation  with 
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proverbs  in  America  as  much  as  we  did,”  I  con¬ 
tinued.  “  I  guess  it  takes  too  long.  If  you  make 
use  of  a  proverb  you  see,  you’ve  got  to  allow  for 
reflection  first,  and  reflection  afterwards,  and  a  sigh, 
and  very  few  of  us  have  time  for  that.  It  is  one  of 
our  disadvantages.” 

Mr  Mafferton  heard  me  with  attention. 

“  Really  !  ”  he  said  in  quite  his  old  manner  when 
we  used  to  discuss  Presidential  elections  and  peanuts 
and  other  features  of  life  in  my  republic.  “  That 
is  a  fact  of  some  interest — but  I  see  you  cling 
to  one  little  Americanism,  Miss  Wick.  Do  you 
remember  ” — he  actually  looked  arch — “  once  assur¬ 
ing  me  that  you  intended  to  abandon  the  verb  to 
‘  guess  5  ?  ” 

“  I  don’t  know  why  we  should  leave  all  the  good 
words  to  Shakespeare,”  I  said,  “  but  I  was  under  a 
great  many  hallucinations  about  the  American 
language  in  England,  and  I  daresay  I  did.” 

If  I  responded  coldly,  it  was  at  the  thought  of  my 
last  interview  with  poor  dear  Arthur,  and  his  mis¬ 
prised  larynx.  But  at  this  moment  a  wildly 
encouraging  sign  from  Dicky  reminded  me  that  his 
interests  and  not  my  own  emotions  were  to  be 
considered. 

“  We  mustn’t  reproach  each  other,  must  we,”  I 
said  softly.  “I  don’t  bear  a  particle  of  malice  really 
and  truly.” 

Mr  Mafferton  cast  a  glance  of  alarm  at  Mr  Dod 
and  Miss  Portheris,  who  were  raptly  exchanging 
views  as  to  the  respective  merits  of  a  cleek  and  a 
brassey  shot  given  certain  peculiar  bunkers  and  a 
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sandy  green — as  if  two  infatuated  people  talking 
golf  would  have  ears  for  anything  else ! 

“  Not  on  any  account,”  he  said  hurriedly. 

“  The  best  quality  of  friendship  sometimes  arises 
out  of  the  most  unfortunate  circumstances,”  I  added. 
The  sympathy  in  my  voice  was  for  Dicky  and 
Isabel. 

Mr  Mafferton  looked  at  me  expressively  and  the 
carriage  drew  up  at  the  Catacombs  of  St  Callistus. 
Mrs  Portheris  was  awaiting  us  by  the  gate,  however, 
so  in  getting  out  I  gave  my  hand  to  Dicky. 

Inside  and  outside  the  gate,  how  quiet  it  was. 
Nothing  on  the  Appian  Way  but  dust  and  sunlight, 
nothing  in  the  field  within  the  walls  but  yellowing 
grass  and  here  and  there  a  field-daisy  bending  in 
the  silence.  It  made  one  think  of  an  old  faded 
water-colour,  washed  in  with  tears,  that  clings  to  its 
significance  though  all  its  reality  is  gone.  Then  we 
saw  a  little  bare  house  to  the  left  with  an  open  door, 
and  inside  found  Brothers  Demetrius  and  Eusebius 
in  Trappist  gowns  and  ropes,  who  would  sell  us 
beads  for  the  profitable  employment  of  our  souls, 
and  chocolate  and  photographs,  and  wonderful 
eucalyptus  liqueur  from  the  Three  Fountains,  and 
when  we  had  well  bought  would  show  us  the  city  of 
the  long,  long  dead  of  which  they  were  custodians. 
They  were  both  obliging  enough  to  speak  English, 
Brother  Demetrius  imperfectly  and  haltingly,  and 
without  the  assistance  of  those  four  front  teeth 
which  are  so  especially  necessary  to  a  foreign 
tongue,  Brother  Eusebius  fluently,  and  with  such 
richness  of  dialect  that  we  were  not  at  all  surprised 
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to  learn  that  he  had  served  his  Pope  for  some  years 
in  the  State  of  New  York. 

“For  de  ladi  de  chocolate.  Ith  it  not?”  said 
Brother  Demetrius,  with  an  inducive  smile.  “  It  ith 
de  betht  in  de  work,  dis  chocolate.” 

“  Don’t  you  believe  him,”  said  Brother  Eusebius, 
“he’s  known  as  the  oldest  of  the  Roman  frauds. 
Wants  your  money,  that’s  what  he  wants.”  Brother 
Demetrius  shook  his  fist  in  amicable,  wagging  pro¬ 
test.  “  That’s  the  way  he  goes  on,  you  know  — 
quarrelsome  old  party.  But  I  don’t  say  it’s  bad 
chocolate.  Try  it,  young  lady,  try  it.” 

He  handed  a  bit  to  Isabel,  who  looked  at  her 
mamma. 

“  There  is  no  possible  objection,  my  dear,”  said 
Mrs  Portheris,  and  she  nibbled  it. 

Dicky  invested  wildly. 

“  Dese  photograff  dey  are  very  pritty,”  remarked 
Brother  Demetrius  to  momma,  who  was  turning  over 
some  St  Stephens  and  St  Cecilias. 

“  He’d  say  anything  to  sell  them,”  put  in  Brother 
Eusebius.  “  He  never  thinks  of  his  immortal  soul, 
any  more  than  if  he  was  a  poor  miserable  heretic. 
He’ll  tell  you  they’re  originals  next,  taken  by  Nero 
at  the  time.  You’re  all  good  Catholics,  of  course?” 

“  We  are  not  any  kind  of  Catholics,”  said  Mrs 
Portheris  severely. 

“  I’ll  give  you  my  blessing  all  the  same,  and  no 
extra  charge.  But  the  saints  forbid  that  I  should 
be  selling  beads  made  out  of  their  precious  bones  to 
Protestants.” 

“  I’ll  take  that  string,”  said  momma. 
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“  I  wouldn’t  do  it  on  any  account,”  continued 
Brother  Eusebius,  as  he  wrapped  them  up  in  blue 
paper,  but  momma  still  attaches  a  certain  amount  of 
veneration  to  those  beads. 

“  And  what  can  I  do  for  you,  sir  ?  ”  continued 
Brother  Eusebius  to  the  Senator,  rubbing  his  hands. 

“  What’ll  be  the  next  thing  ?  ” 

“  The  Early  Christians,”  replied  poppa  laconically, 
“  if  it’s  all  the  same  to  you.” 

“  Just  in  half  a  shake.  Don’t  hurry  yourselves. 
They’ll  keep,  you  know — They’ve  kept  a  good  long 
while  already.  Now  you,  madam,”  said  Brother 
Eusebius  to  Mrs  Portheris,  “  have  never  had  the 
influenza,  I  know.  It  only  attacks  people  advanced 
in  life.” 

“  Indeed  I  have,”  replied  that  lady.  “  Twice.” 

“Is  that  so  !  Well  you  never  would  have  had  it 
if  you’d  been  protected  with  this  liqueur  of  ours. 
It’s  death  and  burial  on  influenza,”  and  Brother 
Eusebius  shook  the  bottle. 

“  I  consider,”  said  Mrs  Portheris  solemnly,  “  that 
eucalyptus  in  another  form  saved  my  life.  But  I 
inhaled  it.” 

“  Tho,”  ventured  Brother  Demetrius,  “  tho  did  I. 
But  the  wine  ith  for  internal  drinking.” 

“  Listen  to  him  !  internal  drinking,  that’s  what 
he  means.  You  never  saw  such  an  old  boy  for  the 
influenza — gets  it  every  week  or  so.  How  many 
bottles,  madam  ?  Just  a  nip,  after  dinner,  and  you 
don’t  know  how  poetic  it  will  make  you  feel  into  the 
bargain.” 

“  One  bottle,”  replied  Mrs  Portheris,  “  the  larger 
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size  please.  Anything  with  eucalyptus  in  it  must 
be  salutary.  And  as  we  are  going  underground, 
where  it  is  bound  to  be  damp,  I  think  I’ll  have  a 
little  now.” 

“  That’s  what  I  call  English  common-sense,”  ex¬ 
claimed  Brother  Eusebius,  getting  out  a  glass. 
“Will  nobody  keep  the  lady  company?  It’s  Popish, 
but  it’s  good.” 

Nobody  would.  Momma  observed  rather  un- 
cautiously  that  the  smell  of  it  was  enough,  at  which 
Mrs  Portheris  remarked,  with  some  asperity,  that 
she  hoped  Mrs  Wick  would  never  be  obliged  to  be 
indebted  to  the  “  smell.”  “  It  is  quite  excellent,” 
she  said,  “  most  cordial.  I  really  think,  as  a  pre¬ 
caution,  I’ll  take  another  glass.” 

“  Isn’t  it  pretty  strong?  ”  asked  poppa. 

“  The  influenza  is  stronger,”  replied  Mrs  Portheris 
oracularly,  and  finished  her  second  potation. 

“And  nothing,”  said  Brother  Eusebius  sadly,  “for 
the  gentleman  standing  outside  the  door,  who  doesn’t 
approve  of  encouraging  the  Roman  Catholic  Church 
in  any  respect  whatever.  Dear  me  !  dear  me  !  we 
do  get  some  queer  customers.”  At  which  Mr 
Mafferton  frowned  portentously.  But  nothing 
seemed  to  have  any  effect  on  Brother  Eusebius. 

“  There  are  such  a  lot  of  you,  and  you  are  sure  to 
be  so  inquisitive,  that  we’ll  both  go  with  you,”  said 
he,  and  took  candles  from  a  shelf.  Not  ordinary 
candles  at  all — coils  of  long,  slender  strips,  with  one 
end  turned  up  to  burn.  At  the  sight  of  them 
momma  shuddered  and  said  she  hadn’t  thought  it 
would  be  dark,  and  took  the  Senator’s  arm  as  a 
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precautionary  measure.  Then  we  followed  the 
monks  Eusebius  and  Demetrius,  who  wrapped 
shawls  round  their  sloping  shoulders  and  hurried 
across  the  grass  towards  the  little  brick  entrance  to 
the  Catacombs,  shading  their  candles  from  the  wind 
that  twisted  their  brown  gowns  round  their  legs, 
with  all  the  anxiety  to  get  it  over  shown  by  janitors 
of  buildings  of  this  world. 


WE  FOLLOWED  THE  MONKS  EUSEBIUS  AND  DEMETRIUS 


CHAPTER  XIV 


AT  first  through  the  square  chambers  of  the 
early  Popes  and  the  narrow  passages  lined 
with  empty  cells,  nearest  to  the  world  outside,  we 
kept  together,  and  it  was  mainly  Eusebius  who 
discoursed  of  the  building  of  the  Catacombs,  which 
he  informed  us  had  a  Pagan  beginning. 

“  But  our  blessed  early  Bishops  said  ‘  Why  should 
the  devil  have  all  the  accommodation  ?  ’  and  when 
once  the  Church  got  its  foot  in  there  wasn’t  much 
room  for  him.  But  a  few  Pagans  there  are  here  to 
this  day  in  better  company  than  they  ever  kept 
above  ground,”  remarked  Brother  Eusebius. 

“  Can  you  tell  them  apart  ?  ”  asked  Mr  Dod,  “  the 
Christians  and  the  Pagans  ?  ” 

“  Yes,”  replied  that  holy  man,  “  by  the  measure¬ 
ments  of  the  jaw-bone.  The  Christians,  you  see, 
were  always  lecturing  the  other  fellows,  so  their 
jaw-bones  grew  to  an  awful  size.  Some  of  ’em  are 
simply  parliamentary.” 

“  Dat,”  said  Brother  Demetrius  anxiously — as 
nobody  had  laughed — “  ith  a  joke.” 

“  I  noticed  the  intention,”  said  poppa.  “  It’s 
down  in  the  guide-book  that  you’ve  been  ‘  absolved 
from  the  vow  of  silence  ’ — is  that  correct  ?  ” 

“  Right  you  are,”  said  Brother  Eusebius.  “  What 
about  it  ?  ” 
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“  Oh,  nothing — only  it  explains  a  good  deal.  I 
guess  you  enjoy  it,  don’t  you  ?  ” 

But  Brother  Eusebius  was  bending  over  a  cell  in 
better  preservation  than  most  of  them,  and  was 
illuminating,  with  his  candle,  the  bones  of  the 
dweller  in  it.  The  light  flickered  on  the  skull  of 
the  early  Christian  and  the  tonsure  of  the  modern 
one  and  made  comparisons.  It  also  cut  the  dark¬ 
ness  into  solid  blocks,  and  showed  us  broken  bits  of 
marble,  faint  stains  of  old  frescoes,  strange  rough 
letters,  and  where  it  wavered  furthest  the  uncertain 
lines  of  a  graven  cross. 

“  Here’s  one  of  the  original  inhabitants,”  remarked 
Eusebius.  “  He’s  been  here  all  the  time.  I  hope 
the  ladies  don’t  mind  looking  at  him  in  his  bones  ?  ” 
“  Thee,  you  can  pick  him  up,”  said  old  Demetrius 
handing  a  thigh-bone  to  momma,  who  shrank  from 
the  privilege.  “It  ith  quite  dry.” 

“  It  seems  such  a  liberty,”  she  said,  “  and  he  looks 
so  incomplete  without  it.  Do  put  it  back.” 

“  That’s  the  way  I  feel,”  remarked  Dicky,  “  but  I 
don’t  believe  he’d  mind  our  looking  at  a  toe-bone. 
Are  his  toe-bones  all  there  ?  ” 

“  No,”  replied  Demetrius.  “  I  have  count  another 
day  and  he  ith  ninth  only.  Here  ith  a  few.” 

“  It  is  certainly  a  very  solemn  and  unusual 
privilege,”  remarked  Mr  Mafferton  as  the  toe-bones 
went  round,  “  to  touch  the  mortal  remnant  of  an 
early  Christian.” 

“  That  altogether  depends,”  said  the  Senator, 
“  upon  what  sort  of  an  early  Christian  he  was. 
Maybe  he  was  a  saint  of  the  first  water,  and  maybe 
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he  was  a  pillar  of  the  church  that  ran  a  building 
society.  Or  maybe  he  was  only  an  average  sort  of 
early  Christian  like  you  or  me,  in  which  case  he 
must  be  very  uncomfortable  at  the  idea  of  inspiring 
so  much  respect.  How  are  you  going  to  tell.” 

“  The  gentleman  is  right,”  said  Brother  Eusebius, 
and  in  considering  poppa’s  theory  in  its  relation  to 
the  doubtful  character  before  them  nobody  noticed, 
except  me,  the  petty  larceny,  by  Richard  Dod,  of 
one  early  Christian  toe-bone.  His  expression,  I  am 
glad  to  say,  made  me  think  he  had  never  stolen 
anything  before  ;  but  you  couldn’t  imagine  a  more 
promising  beginning  for  a  career  of  embezzlement. 
As  we  moved  on  I  mentioned  to  him  that  the  man 
who  would  steal  the  toe-bone  of  an  early  Christian, 
who  had  only  nine,  was  capable  of  most  crimes,  at 
which  he  assured  me  that  he  hadn’t  such  a  thing 
about  him  outside  of  his  boots,  which  shows  how 
one  wrong  step  leads  to  another. 

We  fell  presently  into  two  parties — Dicky,  Mrs 
Portheris,  and  I  holding  to  the  skirts  of  Brother 
Demetrius.  Brother  Demetrius  knew  a  great  deal 
about  the  Latin  inscriptions  and  the  history  of  Pope 
Damascus  and  the  chapel  of  the  Bishops,  and  how 
they  found  the  body  of  St  Cecilia,  after  eight 
hundred  years,  fresh  and  perfect,  and  dressed  in 
rich  vestments  embroidered  in  gold  ;  but  his  way  of 
imparting  it  seriously  interfered  with  the  value  of 
his  information,  and  we  looked  regretfully  after  the 
other  party. 

“  Here  we  have  de  tomb  of  Anterus  and 
Fabianus - ” 
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“  I  think  we  should  keep  up  with  the  rest,” 
interrupted  Mrs  Portheris. 

“  Oh  I,  too,  I  know  all  dese  Catacomb — I  will 
take  you  everywheres  —  and  here,  too,  we  have 
buried  Entychianus.” 

“  Where  is  Brother  Eusebius  taking  the  others  ?  ” 
asked  Dicky. 

“  Now  I  tell  you  ;  he  mith  all  de  valuable  ting, 
he  ith  too  fat  and  lazy,  only  joke,  joke,  joke.  And 
here  we  have  buried  Epis — martyr.  Epis  he  wath 
martyr 

The  others,  with  their  lights  and  voices,  came 
into  full  view  where  four  passages  met  in  a  cubicle. 
“  Oh,”  cried  Isabel,  catching  sight  of  us,  “  do  come 
and  see  Jonah  and  the  whale.  It’s  too  funny  for 
anything.” 

“  And  where  Damathuth  found  here  the  many 
good  thainth  he - ” 

“  We  would  like  to  see  Jonah,”  entreated  Dicky. 

“  Well,”  said  Brother  Demetrius  crossly,  “  you  go 
thee  him — you  catch  up.  I  will  no  more.  You  do 
not  like  my  Englis’ — very  well.  You  go  with  fat 
old  joke-fellow,  and  I  return  the  houth.  Bethide,  it 
ith  the  day  of  my  lumbago.”  And  the  venerable 
Demetrius,  with  distinct  temper,  turned  his  back  on 
us  and  waddled  off. 

We  looked  at  each  other  in  consternation. 

“  I’m  afraid  we’ve  hurt  his  feelings,”  said  Dicky. 

“You  must  go  after  him,  Mr  Dod,  and  apologise/ 
commanded  Mrs  Portheris. 

“  Do  you  suppose  he  knows  the  way  out  ?  ”  I 
asked. 
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“  It  is  a  shame,”  said  Dicky.  "  I’ll  go  and  tell 
him  we’d  rather  have  him  than  Jonah  any  day.” 

Brother  Demetrius  was  just  turning  a  corner. 
Darkness  encompassed  him,  lying  thick  between  us. 
He  looked,  in  the  light  of  his  candle,  like  something 
of  Rembrandt’s  suspended  for  a  moment  before  us. 
Dicky  started  after  him,  and,  presently,  Mrs  Portheris 
and  I  were  regarding  each  other  with  more  friendli¬ 
ness  than  I  would  have  believed  possible  across  our 
flaring  dips  in  the  silence  of  the  Catacombs. 

“  Poor  old  gentleman,”  I  said  ;  “  I  hope  Mr  Dod 
will  overtake  him.” 

“So  do  I,  indeed,”  said  Mrs  Portheris.  “  I  fear 
we  have  been  very  inconsiderate.  But  young 
people  are  always  so  impatient,”  she  added,  and  put 
the  blame  where  it  belonged. 

I  did  not  retaliate  with  so  much  as  a  reproachful 
glance.  Even  as  a  censor  Mrs  Portheris  was  so 
eminently  companionable  at  the  moment.  But  as 
we  waited  for  Dicky’s  return  neither  of  us  spoke 
again.  It  made  too  much  noise.  Minutes  passed, 
I  don’t  know  how  many,  but  enough  for  us  to  look 
cautiously  round  to  see  if  there  was  anything  to  sit 
on.  There  wasn’t,  so  Mrs  Portheris  took  my  arm. 
We  were  not  people  to  lean  on  each  other  in  the 
ordinary  vicissitudes  of  life,  and  even  under  the 
circumstances  I  was  aware  that  Mrs  Portheris  was  a 
great  deal  to  support,  but  there  was  comfort  in  every 
pound  of  her.  At  last  a  faint  light  foreshadowed 
itself  in  the  direction  of  Dicky’s  disappearance,  and 
grew  stronger,  and  was  resolved  into  a  candle  and  a 
young  man,  and  Mr  Dod,  very  much  paler  than 
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when  he  left,  was  with  us  again.  Mrs  Portheris 
and  I  started  apart  as  if  scientifically  impelled, 
and  exclaimed  simultaneously,  “  Where  is  Brother 
Demetrius  ?  ” 

“  Nowhere  in  this  graveyard,”  said  Dicky.  “  He’s 
well  upstairs  by  this  time.  Must  have  taken  a 
short  cut.  I  lost  sight  of  him  in  about  two 
seconds.” 

“  That  was  very  careless  of  you,  Mr  Dod,”  said 
Mrs  Portheris,  “  very  careless  indeed.  Now  we  have 
no  option,  I  suppose,  but  to  rejoin  the  others  ;  and 
where  are  they  ?  ” 

They  were  certainly  not  where  they  had  been. 
Not  a  trace  nor  an  echo  of  anything,  only  parallelo¬ 
grams  of  darkness  in  every  direction,  and  our  little 
circle  of  light  flickering  on  the  tombs  of  Anterus, 
and  Fabianus,  and  Entychiamus,  and  Epis — martyr, 
and  we  three  within  it,  looking  at  each  other. 

“If  you  don’t  mind,”  said  Dicky,  “  I  would  rather 
not  go  after  them.  I  think  it’s  a  waste  of  time. 
Personally  I  am  quite  contented  to  have  rejoined 
you.  At  one  time  I  thought  I  shouldn’t  be  able  to, 
and  the  idea  was  trying.” 

“  We  wouldn’t  dream  of  letting  you  go  again,” 
said  Mrs  Portheris  and  I  simultaneously.  “  But,” 
continued  Mrs  Portheris,  “  we  will  all  go  in  search  of 
the  others.  They  can’t  be  very  far  away.  There  is 
nothing  so  alarming  as  standing  still.” 

We  proceeded  along  the  passage  in  the  direction 
of  our  last  glimpse  of  our  friends  and  relatives, 
passing  a  number  of  most  interesting  inscriptions, 
which  we  felt  we  had  not  time  to  pause  and  decipher, 
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and  came  presently  to  a  divergence  which  none  of 
us  could  remember,  Half  of  the  passage  went 
down  three  steps,  and  turned  off  to  the  left  under 
an  arch,  and  the  other  half  climbed  two,  and  immedi¬ 
ately  lost  itself  in  blackness  of  darkness.  In  our 
hesitation  Dicky  suddenly  stooped  to  a  trace  of  pink 
in  the  stone  leading  upwards,  and  picked  it  up — 
three  rose  petals. 

“  That  settles  it,”  he  exclaimed.  “  Isa — Miss 
Portheris  was  wearing  a  rose.  I  gave  it  to  her 
myself.” 

“  Did  you,  indeed,”  said  Isabel’s  mamma  coldly. 
“  My  dear  child,  how  anxious  she  will  be  !  ” 

“  Oh,  I  should  think  not,”  I  said  hopefully.  “  I 
am  sure  she  can  trust  Mr  Dod  to  take  care  of  him¬ 
self — and  of  us,  too,  for  the  matter  of  that.” 

“  Mr  Dod  !  ”  exclaimed  Mrs  Portheris  with  indig¬ 
nation.  “  My  poor  child’s  anxiety  will  be  for  her 
mother.” 

And  we  let  it  go  at  that.  But  Dicky  put  the 
rose  petals  in  his  pocket  with  the  toe-bone,  and 
hopefully  remarked  that  there  would  be  no  difficulty 
about  finding  her  now.  I  mentioned  that  I  had 
parents  also,  at  that  moment,  lost  in  the  Catacombs, 
but  he  did  not  apologise. 

The  midnight  of  the  place,  as  we  walked  on, 
seemed  to  deepen,  and  its  silence  to  grow  more 
profound.  The  tombs  passed  us  in  solemn  grey 
ranges,  one  above  the  other,  the  long  tombs  of  the 
grown-up  people,  and  the  shorter  ones  of  the 
children,  and  the  very  little  ones  of  the  babies. 
The  air  held  a  concentrated  dolour  of  funerals 
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sixteen  centuries  old,  and  the  four  dim  stone  walls 
seemed  to  have  crept  closer  together.  “  I  think  I 
will  take  your  arm,  Mr  Dod,”  said  Mrs  Portheris, 
and  “  I  think  I  will  take  your  other  arm,  Mr  Dod,” 
said  I.  “  Thank  you,”  replied  Dicky,  “  I  should  be 
glad  of  both  of  yours,”  which  may  look  ambiguous 
now,  but  we  quite  understood  it  at  the  time.  It 
made  rather  uncomfortable  walking  in  places,  but 
against  that  overwhelming  majority  of  the  dead  it 
was  comforting  to  feel  ourselves  a  living  unit.  We 
stumbled  on,  taking  only  the  most  obvious  turnings, 
and  presently  the  passage  widened  into  another 
little  square  chamber.  “  More  Bishops  !  ”  groaned 
Dicky,  holding  up  his  candle.  “  Perhaps,”  I  replied 
triumphantly,  “  but  Jonah,  anyway,”  and  I  pointed 
him  out  on  the  wall,  in  two  shades  of  brown,  a  good 
deal  faded,  being  precipitated  into  the  jaws  of  a 
green  whale  with  paws  and  horns  and  a  smile,  also 
a  curled  body  and  a  three-forked  tail.  The  wicked 
deed  had  two  accomplices  only,  who  had  apparently 
stopped  rowing  to  do  it.  Underneath  was  a  com¬ 
panion  sketch  of  the  restitution  of  Jonah,  in  perfect 
order,  by  the  whale,  which  had,  nevertheless,  grown 
considerably  stouter  in  the  interval,  while  an  amiable 
stranger  reclined  in  an  arbour,  with  his  hand  under 
his  head,  and  looked  on. 

“  As  a  child  your  intelligence  promised  well,” 
said  Dicky,  “  that  is  Jonah,  though  not  of  the 
Revised  Version.  I  don’t  think  Bible  stories  ought 
to  be  illustrated,  do  you,  Mrs  Portheris  ?  It  has 
such  a  bad  effect  on  the  imagination.” 

“  We  can  talk  of  that  at  another  time,  Mr  Dod. 
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At  present  I  wish  to  be  restored  to  my  daughter. 
Let  us  push  on  at  once.  And  please  explain  how 
it  is  that  we  have  had  to  walk  so  far  to  get  to  this 
place,  which  was  only  a  few  yards  from  where  we 
were  standing  when  Brother  Demetrius  left  us  !  ” 
Mrs  Portheris’s  words  were  commanding,  but  her 
tone  was  the  tone  of  supplication. 

“  I’m  afraid  I  can’t,”  said  Dicky,  “  but  for  that 
very  reason  I  think  we  had  better  stay  where  we 
are.  They  are  pretty  sure  to  look  for  us  here.” 

“  I  cannot  possibly  wait  to  be  looked  for.  I  must 
be  restored  to  my  daughter !  You  must  make  an 
effort,  Mr  Dod.  And,  now  that  I  think  of  it,  I  have 
left  the  key  of  our  boxes  in  the  drawer  of  the 
dressing-table,  and  the  key  of  that  is  in  it,  and  the 
housemaid  has  the  key  of  the  room.  It  is  abso¬ 
lutely  necessary  that  I  should  go  back  to  the  hotel 
at  once.” 

“  My  dear  lady,”  said  Dicky,  “  don’t  you  realise 
that  we  are  lost  ?  ” 

“  Lost !  Impossible  !  Shout ,  Mr  Dod  !  ” 

Dicky  shouted,  and  all  the  early  Christians 
answered  him.  There  are  said  to  be  seven  millions. 
Mrs  Portheris  grasped  his  arm  convulsively. 

“  Don’t  do  that  again,”  she  said,  “  on  any  account. 
Let  us  go  on  !  ” 

“  Much  better  not,”  protested  Dicky. 

“  On  !  on  !  ”  commanded  Mrs  Portheris.  There 
was  no  alternative.  We  put  Dicky  in  the  middle 
again,  and  cautiously  stepped  out.  A  round  of  blue 
paper  under  our  chaperone’s  arm  caught  the  eye  of 
Mr  Dod.  “  What  luck  !  ”  he  exclaimed,  “  you  have 
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brought  the  liqueur  with  you,  Mrs  Portheris.  I  think 
we’d  better  all  have  some,  if  you  don’t  mind.  I’ve 
been  in  warmer  cemeteries.” 

As  she  undid  the  bottle,  Mrs  Portheris  declared 
that  she  already  felt  the  preliminary  ache  of  influenza. 
She  exhorted  us  to  copious  draughts,  but  it  was 
much  too  nasty  for  more  than  a  sip,  though  warming 
to  a  degree. 

“  Better  take  very  little  at  a  time,”  Dicky  sug¬ 
gested,  but  Mrs  Portheris  reaffirmed  her  faith  in  the 
virtues  of  eucalyptus,  and,  with  such  majesty  as  was 
compatible  with  the  neck  of  the  bottle,  drank  deeply. 
Then  we  stumbled  on.  Presently  Mrs  Portheris 
yawned  widely  twice,  thrice,  and  again.  “  I  beg 
your  pardon,”  said  she,  “  I  don’t  seem  able  to  help 
it.”  “  It’s  the  example  of  these  gaping  sepulchres,” 
Dicky  replied.  “  Don’t  apologise.” 

The  passages  grew  narrower  and  more  complex, 
the  tombs  more  irregular.  We  came  to  one  that 
partly  blocked  the  path,  tilted  against  the  main  wall 
like  a  separate  Sarcophagus,  though  it  was  really 
part  of  the  solid  rock.  Looking  back,  a  wall 
seemed  to  have  risen  behind  us.  It  was  a  distinctly 
perplexing  moment,  hard  upon  the  nerves.  The 
tomb  was  empty,  except  for  a  few  bones  that  might 
have  been  anything  huddled  at  the  bottom,  and  Mrs 
Portheris  sat  down  on  the  lower  end  of  it.  “  I  really 
do  not  feel  able  to  go  any  further,”  she  said,  “  the 
ascent  is  so  perpendicular.” 

I  was  going  to  protest  that  the  place  was  as  level 
as  a  street,  but  Dicky  forestalled  me.  “  Eucalyptus,” 
he  said  soothingly,  “  often  has  that  effect  ” 
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“  We  are  lost,”  continued  Mrs  Portheris  lugu¬ 
briously,  “  in  the  Catacombs.  We  may  as  well 
make  up  our  minds  to  it.  We  came  here  this 
morning  at  ten  o’clock,  and  I  should  think,  I  should 
think — thish  mus’  be  minnight  on  the  following 
day.” 

“  My  watch  has  run  down,”  said  Dicky,  “  but  you 
are  probably  quite  right,  Mrs  Portheris.” 

“  It  is  doubtful,”  Mrs  Portheris  went  on,  pulling 
herself  together,  “  whether  we  are  ever  found. 
There  are  nine  hundred  miles  of  Catacombs. 
Unless  we  become  cannibals  we  are  likely  to  die 
of  starvation.  If  we  do  become  cannibals,  Mr 
Dod,”  she  added,  sternly  endeavouring  to  look 
Dicky  in  the  eye,  “  I  hope  you  will  remember 
what  ish  due  to  ladies.” 

“  I  will  offer  myself  up  gladly,”  said  he,  and  I 
could  not  help  reflecting  upon  the  comfort  of  a 
third  party  with  a  sense  of  humour  under  the 
circumstances. 

“  Thass  right,”  said  Mrs  Portheris,  nodding 
approvingly,  and  much  oftener  than  was  necessary. 
“  Though  there  isn’t  much  on  you — you  won’t  go 
very  far.”  Then  after  a  moment  of  gloomy  reflec¬ 
tion  she  blew  out  her  candle,  and  before  I  could 
prevent  it,  mine  also.  Dicky  hastily  put  his  out 
of  reach. 

“  Three  candles  at  once,”  she  said,  virtuously,  “  in 
a  room  of  this  size  !  It  is  wicked  extravagance, 
neither  more  nor  less.” 

I  assure  you  you  would  have  laughed,  even  in  the 
Catacombs,  and  Dicky  and  I  mutually  approached 
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the  borders  of  hysteria  in  our  misplaced  mirth. 
Mrs  Portheris  smiled  in  unison  somewhat  foolishly, 
and  we  saw  that  slumber  was  overtaking  her. 
Gradually  and  unconsciously  she  slipped  down 
and  back,  and  presently  rested  comfortably  in  the 
sepulchre  of  her  selection,  sound  asleep. 

“  She  is  right  in  it,”  said  Dicky,  holding  up  his 
candle.  “  She’s  a  lulu,”  he  added  disgustedly, 
“  with  her  eucalyptus.”  This  was  disrespectful,  but 
consider  the  annoyance  of  losing  a  third  of  our 
forces  against  seven  million  early  Christian  ghosts. 
We  sat  down,  Dicky  and  I,  with  our  backs  against 
the  tomb  of  Mrs  Portheris,  and  when  Dicky  sug¬ 
gested  that  I  might  like  him  to  hold  my  hand  for 
a  little  while  I  made  no  objection  whatever.  We 
decided  that  the  immediate  prospect,  though  un¬ 
comfortable,  was  not  alarming,  that  we  had  been 
wandering  about  for  possibly  an  hour,  judging  by 
the  dwindling  of  Dicky’s  candle,  and  that  search 
must  be  made  for  us  as  soon  as  ever  the  others 
went  above  ground  and  heard  from  Brother  Deme¬ 
trius  the  tale  of  our  abandonment.  I  said  that,  if  I 
knew  anything  about  momma’s  capacity  for  under¬ 
ground  walking,  the  other  party  would  have  gone  up 
long  ago,  and  that  search  for  us  was,  therefore,  in  all 
likelihood  proceeding  now,  though,  perhaps,  it  would 
be  wiser,  in  case  we  might  want  them,  to  burn  only 
one  candle  at  a  time.  We  had  only  to  listen 
intently  and  we  would  hear  the  voices  of  the 
searchers.  We  did  listen,  but  all  that  we  heard 
was  a  faint  far  distant  moan,  which  Dicky  tried 
to  make  me  believe  was  the  wind  in  a  ventilating 
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shaft.  We  could  also  hear  a  prolonged  thumping 
very  close  to  us,  but  that  we  could  each  account  for 
personally.  And  nothing  more. 

“  Dicky,”  said  I,  after  a  time,  “  if  it  weren’t  for  the 
candle  I  believe  I  should  be  frightened.” 

“  It’s  about  the  most  parsimonious  style  of  candle 
I’ve  ever  seen,”  replied  Dicky,  “  but  it  would  give  a 
little  more  light  if  it  were  trimmed.”  And  he  opened 
his  pocket-knife.  “  Be  very  careful,”  I  begged,  and 
Dicky  said  “  Rather.” 

“  Did  you  ever  notice,”  he  asked,  “  that  you  can 
touch  flame  all  right  if  you  are  only  quick  enough  ? 
Now,  see  me  take  the  top  off  that  candle.”  If  Dicky 
had  a  fault  it  was  a  tendency  to  boastfulness.  He 
took  the  lighted  wick  between  his  thumb  and  his 
knife-blade,  and  skilfully  scooped  the  top  off.  It 
blazed  for  two  seconds  on  the  edge  of  the  blade — 
just  long  enough  to  show  us  that  all  the  flame  had 
come  with  it.  Then  it  went  out,  and  in  the  dark¬ 
ness  at  my  side  I  heard  a  scuffling  among  waistcoat 
pockets,  and  a  groan. 

“No  matches  ?  ”  I  asked  in  despair. 

“  Left  ’em  in  my  light  overcoat  pocket,  Mamie. 
I’m  a  bigger  ass  than — than  Mafferton.” 

“  You  are,”  I  said,  with  decision.  “  No  Englishman 
goes  anywhere  without  his  light  overcoat.  What  have 
you  done  with  yours  ?  ” 

“  Left  it  in  the  carriage,”  replied  Dick  humbly. 

“  That  shows,”  said  I  bitterly,  “  how  little  you 
have  learned  in  England.  Propriety  in  connection 
with  you  is  evidently  like  water  on  a  duck’s  back. 
An  intelligent  person  would  have  acquired  the  light 
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overcoat  principle  in  three  days,  and  never  have 
gone  out  without  it  afterwards.” 

“  Oh,  go  on  !  ”  replied  Dick  fiercely.  “  Go  on. 
I  don’t  mind.  I’m  not  so  stuck  on  myself  as  I  was. 
But  if  we’ve  got  to  die  together  you  might  as  well 
forgive  me.  You’ll  have  to  do  it  at  the  last  moment, 
you  know.” 

“  I  suppose  you  have  begun  to  review  your  past 
life,”  I  said  grimly,  “  and  that’s  why  you  are  using 
so  much  American  slang.” 

Then,  as  Dicky  was  again  holding  my  hand,  I 
maintained  a  dignified  silence.  You  cannot  possibly 
quarrel  with  a  person  who  is  holding  your  hand,  no 
matter  how  you  feel. 

“  There’s  only  one  thing  that  consoles  me  in  con¬ 
nection  with  those  matches,”  Dicky  mentioned  after 
a  time.  “  They  were  French  ones.” 

“  I  don’t  know  what  that  has  to  do  with  it,”  I 
said. 

“  That’s  because  you  don’t  smoke,”  Dicky  re¬ 
plied.  And  I  had  not  the  heart  to  pursue  the 
inquiry.  Time  went  on,  black  and  silent,  as  it  had 
been  doing  down  there  for  sixteen  centuries.  We 
stopped  arguing  about  why  they  didn’t  come  to  look 
for  us,  each  privately  wondering  if  it  was  possible  that 
we  had  strayed  too  ingeniously  ever  to  be  found. 
We  talked  of  many  things  to  try  to  keep  up  our 
spirits,  the  conviction  of  the  St  James's  Gazette  that 
American  young  ladies  live  largely  upon  chewing- 
gum,  and  other  topics  far  removed  from  our  surround¬ 
ings,  but  the  effort  was  not  altogether  successful. 
Dicky  had  just  permitted  himself  to  make  a  refer- 
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ence  to  his  mother  in  Chicago,  when  a  sound  behind 
us  made  us  both  start  violently,  and  then  cheered  us 
immensely — a  snore  from  Mrs  Portheris  within  the 
tomb.  It  was  not,  happily,  a  single  accidental  snore, 
but  the  forerunner  of  a  regular  series,  and  we  hung 
upon  them  as  they  issued,  comforted  and  supported. 
We  were  vaguely  aware  that  we  could  have  no  better 
defence  against  disembodied  early  Christians.  When, 
in  the  course  of  an  hour,  Mrs  Portheris  sat  up  sud¬ 
denly  among  the  bones  of  the  original  occupant,  and 
asked  what  time  it  was,  we  felt  a  pang  of  regret  at 
losing  it. 

After  the  first  moment  or  two  that  lady  realised 
the  situation  completely.  “  I  suppose,”  she  said, 
“  we  have  been  down  here  about  two  days.  I  am 
quite  faint  with  hunger.  I  have  often  read  that 
candles,  under  these  terrible  circumstances,  are  sus¬ 
taining.  What  a  good  thing  we  have  got  the 
candles.” 

Dicky  squeezed  my  hand  nervously,  but  our 
chaperone  had  slept  off  the  eucalyptus,  and  had  no 
longer  one  cannibal  thought. 

“  I  don’t  think  it  is  time  for  candles  yet,”  he  said 
reassuringly.  “You  have  been  asleep,  you  know, 
Mrs  Portheris.” 

“If  you  have  eaten  them  already,  I  consider  that 
you  have  taken  an  unfair  advantage,  a  very  unfair 
advantage.” 

“  Here  is  mine  !  ”  exclaimed  Dicky  nobly.  “  I 
hope  I  can  deny  myself,  Mrs  Portheris,  to  that  extent.” 

“  And  mine,”  I  echoed ;  “  but  really,  Mrs  Por¬ 
theris - ” 
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Another  pressure  of  Dicky’s  hand  reminded  me — 
I  am  ashamed  to  confess  it — that  if  Mrs  Portheris 
was  bent  upon  the  unnecessary  consumption  of 
Roman  tallow  there  was  nothing  in  her  past  treat¬ 
ment  of  either  of  us  to  induce  us  to  prevent  her. 
The  dictates  of  humanity,  I  know,  should  have  in¬ 
fluenced  us  otherwise  in  connection  with  tallow,  but 
they  seemed  for  the  moment  to  have  faded  as  com¬ 
pletely  out  of  our  bosoms  as  they  did  out  of  the 
early  Roman  persecutors’ !  It  seemed  to  me  that 
all  my  country’s  wrongs  at  the  hands  of  Mrs  Por¬ 
theris  rose  up  and  clamoured  to  be  avenged,  and 
Dicky  told  me  afterwards  that  he  felt  just  the  same 
way. 

“  Then  I  have  done  you  an  injustice,”  she  con¬ 
tinued.  “  I  apologise,  I  am  sure,  and  I  find  that  I 
have  my  own  candle,  thank  you.  It  is  adhering  to 
the  side  of  my  bonnet.” 

We  were  perfectly  silent. 

“  Perhaps  I  ought  to  try  to  wait  a  little  longer,” 
Mrs  Portheris  hesitated,  “  but  I  feel  such  a  sinking, 
and  I  assure  you  I  have  fallen  away.  My  garments 
are  quite  loose.” 

“  Of  course  it  depends,”  said  Dicky  scientifically, 
“  upon  the  amount  of  carbon  the  system  has  in 
reserve.  Personally  I  think  I  can  hold  out 
a  little  longer.  I  had  an  excellent  breakfast  this 

m - ,  the  day  we  came  here.  But  if  I  felt  a 

sinking - ” 

“  Waugh  !  ”  said  Mrs  Portheris. 

“  Have  you — have  you  begun  ?  ”  I  exclaimed  in 
agony,  while  Dicky  shook  in  silence. 
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“  I  have,”  replied  Mrs  Portheris  hurriedly.  “  Where 
— where  is  the  eucalyptus  ?  Ah  !  I  have  it !  ” 

“  Beu-eu-euh !  It  is  nutritive  I  am  sure,  but  it 
requires  a  cordial.” 

The  darkness  for  some  reason  seemed  a  little  less 
black,  and  the  silence  less  oppressive. 

“  I  have  only  eaten  about  three  inches,”  remarked 
Mrs  Portheris  presently — Dicky  and  I  were  incapable 
of  conversation — “  but  I — but  I  cannot  go  on  at 
present.  It  is  really  not  nice.” 

“  An  overdone  flavour,  hasn’t  it  ?  ”  asked  Dicky 
between  gasps. 

“Very  much  so  !  Horribly  !  But  the  eucalyptus 
will,  I  hope,  enable  me  to  extract  some  benefit  from 
it.  I  think  I’ll  lie  down  again.”  And  we  heard  the 
sound  of  a  cork  restored  to  its  bottle  as  Mrs  Portheris 
returned  to  the  tomb.  It  was  quite  half  an  hour 
before  she  awoke,  declaring  that  a  whole  night  had 
passed  and  that  she  was  more  famished  than  ever. 
“  But,”  she  added,  “  I  feel  it  impossible  to  go  on 
with  the  candle.  There  is  something  about  the 
wick - ” 

“  I  know,”  said  Dicky  sympathetically,  “  unless 
you  are  born  in  Greenland,  you  cannot  really  enjoy 
them.  There  is  an  alternative,  Mrs  Portheris,  but  I 
didn’t  like  to  mention  it - ” 

“  I  know,”  she  replied,  “  shoe  leather.  I  have 
read  of  that  too,  and  I  think  it  would  be  an  im¬ 
provement.  Have  you  got  a  pocket-knife,  Mr 
Dod  ?  ” 

Dicky  produced  it  without  a  pang  and  we  heard 
the  rapid  sound  of  an  unbuttoning  boot.  “  I  had 
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these  made  to  order  at  two  guineas,  in  the  Burling¬ 
ton  Arcade,”  said  Mrs  Portheris  regretfully. 

“  Then,”  said  Dicky  gravely,  groping  to  hand  her 
the  knife,  “  they  will  be  of  good  kid,  and  probably 
tender.” 

“  I  hope  so,  indeed,”  said  Mrs  Portheris,  “  we 
must  all  have  some.  Will  you — will  you  carve , 
Mr  Dod?” 

I  remembered  how  punctilious  they  were  in  England 
about  asking  gentlemen  to  perform  this  duty,  and  I 
received  one  more  impression  of  the  permanence  of 
British  ideas  of  propriety.  But  Dicky  declined ; 
said  he  couldn’t  undertake  it — for  a  party,  and 
that  Mrs  Portheris  must  please  help  herself  and 
never  mind  him  ;  he  would  take  anything  there 
was,  a  little  later.  With  great  hospitality,  how¬ 
ever,  she  insisted,  and  my  portion,  I  know,  was 
a  generous  one,  a  slice  off  the  ankle.  Mrs 
Portheris  begged  us  to  begin  ;  she  said  it  was  so 
cheerless  eating  by  one’s  self,  and  made  her  feel 
quite  greedy. 

“  Really,”  she  said,  “  it  is  much  better  than 
candle — a  little  difficult  to  masticate  perhaps,  but, 
if  I  do  say  it  myself,  quite  a  tolerable  flavour. 
If  I  only  hadn’t  used  that  abominable  French 
polish  this  morning.  What  do  you  think,  Mr 
Dod  ?  ” 

“  I  think,”  said  Dicky,  jumping  suddenly  to  his 
feet,  while  my  heart  stood  still  with  anticipation, 
“  that  if  there’s  enough  of  that  shoe  left,  you  had 
better  put  it  on  again,  for  I  hear  people  calling  us,” 
and  then,  making  a  trumpet  with  his  hands,  Dicky 
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MAKING  A  TRUMPET  WITH  HIS  HANDS,  DICKIE  SHOUTED 
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shouted  till  all  the  Roman  skeletons  sufficiently 
intact  turned  to  listen.  But  this  time  the  answer 
came  back  from  their  descendants,  running,  with  a 
flash  of  lanterns. 

***** 

I  will  skip  the  scene  of  our  reunion,  because  I  am 
not  good  at  matters  which  are  moving,  and  we  were 
all  excessively  moved.  It  is  necessary  to  explain, 
however,  that  Brother  Demetrius,  when  he  went 
above  ground,  felt  his  lumbago  so  acutely  that  he 
retired  to  bed,  and  was  therefore  not  visible  when 
the  others  came  up.  As  we  had  planned  before¬ 
hand,  the  Senator  decided  to  go  on  to  the  Jewish 
Catacombs,  taking  it  for  granted  that  we  would 
follow,  while  Brother  Eusebius,  when  he  found 
Demetrius  in  bed,  also  took  it  for  granted  that 
we  had  gone  on  ahead.  He  did  not  inquire,  he 
said,  because  the  virtue  of  taciturnity  being  denied 
to  them  in  the  exercise  of  their  business,  they 
always  diligently  cultivated  it  in  private.  My  own 
conviction  was  that  they  were  not  on  speaking 
terms.  Our  friends  and  relatives,  after  looking  at 
the  Jewish  Catacombs,  had  driven  back  to  the  hotel, 
and  only  began  to  feel  anxious  at  tea-time,  as  they 
knew  the  English  refreshment-rooms  were  closed  for 
the  season,  like  everything  else,  and  Isabel  asserted 
with  tears  that  if  her  mother  was  above  ground  she 
would  not  miss  her  tea.  So  they  all  drove  back  to 
the  Catacombs,  and  effected  our  rescue  after  we  had 
been  immured  for  exactly  seven  hours.  I  wish  to 
add,  to  the  credit  of  Mr  Richard  Dod,  that  he  has 


1 84  A  VOYAGE  OF  CONSOLATION 


never  yet  breathed  a  syllable  to  anybody  about  the 
manner  in  which  Mrs  Portheris  sustained  nature  during 
our  imprisonment,  although  he  must  often  have  been 
strongly  tempted  to  do  so.  And  neither  have  I — 
until  now. 


CHAPTER  XV 


“  r  |  'HE  thing  that  struck  me  on  our  drive  to  the 
J-  hotel,”  remarked  momma,  “was  that  Naples 
was  almost  entirely  inhabited  by  the  lower  classes.” 

“  That  is  very  noticeable  indeed,”  concurred  Mr 
Mafferton,  who  was  also  there  for  the  first  time. 
“  The  people  of  the  place  are  no  doubt  in  the 
country  at  this  time  of  the  year,  but  one  would 
naturally  expect  to  see  more  respectable  persons 
about.” 

“  Now  you’ll  excuse  me,  Mafferton,”  said  the 
Senator,  “  but  that’s  just  one  of  those  places  where 
I  lose  the  trail  of  the  English  language  as  used  by 
the  original  inventors.  Where  do  you  draw  the  line 
of  distinction  between  people  and  persons  ?  ” 

“  It’s  a  mere  Briticism,  poppa,”  I  observed.  Mr 
Mafferton  loathed  being  obliged  to  defend  his  native 
tongue  at  any  point.  That  very  morning  the  modus 
vivendi  between  us,  that  I  had  done  so  much  for 
Dicky’s  sake  to  establish,  had  been  imperilled  by 
my  foolish  determination  to  know  why  all  English¬ 
men  pronounced  “  white  ”  “  wite.” 

“  I  daresay,”  said  poppa  gloomily,  “  but  I  am  not 
on  to  it  and  I  don’t  suppose  I  ever  shall  be.  What 
struck  me  on  the  ride  up  through  the  city  was  the 
perambulating  bath.  Going  round  on  wheels  to  be 
hired  out,  just  the  ordinary  tin  tub  of  commerce. 
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The  fellows  were  shouting  something — ‘  Who’ll  buy 
a  wash !  ’  I  suppose.  But  that’s  the  disadvantage 
of  a  foreign  language8;  it  leaves  so  much  to  the 
imagination.” 

“  The  goats  were  nice,”  I  said,  “  so  promiscuous. 
I  saw  one  of  them  looking  out  of  a  window.” 

“  And  the  dear  little  horses  with  bells  round 
their  necks,”  momma  added,  “  and  the  tall  yellow 
houses  with  the  stucco  dropping  off,  and  especially 
the  fruit  shops  and  the  flower  stalls  that  make 
pictures  down  every  narrow  street.  Such  masses  of 
colour !  ” 

“We  might  have  hit  on  a  worse  hotel,”  observed 
Mr  Mafferton.  “Very  tolerable  soup,  to-night.” 

“  I  can’t  say  I  noticed  the  soup,”  said  the 
Senator.  “  Fact  is,  soup  to  me  is  just — soup.  I 
presume  there  are  different  kinds,  but  beyond 
knowing  most  of  them  from  gruel  I  don’t  pretend 
to  be  a  connoisseur.” 

“  What  nonsense,  Alexander  !  ”  said  momma 
sternly. 

“  Some  are  saltier  than  others,  Augusta,  I  admit. 
But  what  I  was  going  on  to  say  was  that  for  clear 
monotony  the  dinner  programmes  ever  since  Paris 
have  beaten  the  record.  Bramley  told  me  how  it 
would  be.  Consommy,  he  said  —  that’s  soup — 
consommy,  the  whole  enduring  time.  Fish  frite  or 
fried,  roast  beef  a  l’ltalienne  or  mixed  up  with 
vegetables.  Beans — well  just  beans,  and  if  you 
don’t  like  ’em  you  can  leave  ’em,  but  that  fourth 
course  is  never  anything  but  beans.  After  that  you 
get  a  chicken  cut  up  with  lettuce,  because  if  it  was 
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put  on  the  table  whole  some  disappointed  investigator 
might  find  out  there  was  nothing  inside  and  file  a 
complaint.  Anything  to  support  that  unstuffed 
chicken?  Nope.  Finishing  up  with  a  compote  of 
canned  fruit,  mostly  California  pears  that  want 
more  cooking,  and  after  that  cheese,  if  you  like 
cheese,  and  coffee  charged  extra.  Thanks  to 
Bramley,  I  can’t  say  I  didn’t  know  what  to  expect, 
but  that  doesn’t  increase  the  variety  any.  Now  in 
America — I  understand  you  have  been  to  America, 
sir?” 

“I  have  travelled  in  the  States  to  some  extent,” 
responded  Mr  Mafferton. 

“  Seen  Brooklyn  Bridge  and  the  Hudson,  I 
presume.  Had  a  look  at  Niagara  Falls  and  a  run 
out  to  Chicago,  maybe.  That  was  before  I  had 
the  pleasure  of  meeting  you.  Get  as  far  as  the 
Yosemite  ?  No  ?  Well,  you  were  there  long 
enough  anyhow  to  realise  that  our  hotels  fare  run 
on  the  free  will  system.” 

“  I  remember,”  said  Mr  Mafferton.  “  All  the 
luxuries  of  the  coming  season,  printed  on  a  card 
usually  about  a  foot  long.  A  great  variety,  and 
very  difficult  to  understand.  When  I  had  finished 
trying  to  translate  the  morning  paper,  I  used  to 
attack  the  card.  I  found  that  it  threw  quite  a  light 
upon  early  American  civilisation  from  the  aboriginal 
side.  ‘  Hominy,’  ‘  Grit:s,’  ‘  Buckwheats,’  ‘  Cantelopes,’ 
are  some  of  the  dishes  I  remember.  ‘  Succotash,’ 
too,  and  ‘  creamed  squash,’  but  I  think  they  occurred 
at  dinner  generally.  I  used  to  summon  the  waiter, 
and  when  he  came  to  take  my  orders  I  would  ask 
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him  to  derive  those  dishes.  I  had  great  difficulty 
after  a  time  in  summoning  a  waiter.  But  the  plan 
gave  me  many  interesting  half  hours.  In  the  end  I 
usually  ordered  a  chop.” 

“  I  don’t  want  to  run  down  your  politics,”  poppa 
said,  “  but  that’s  what  I  call  being  too  conservative. 
Augusta,  if  you  have  had  enough  of  the  Bay  of 
Naples  and  the  moon,  I  might  remind  you  of  the 
buried  city  of  Pompeii,  which  is  on  for  to-morrow. 
It’s  a  good  long  way  out,  and  you’ll  want  all 
your  powers  of  endurance.  I’m  going  down  to 
have  a  smoke,  and  a  look  at  the  humorous  publi¬ 
cations  of  Italy.  There’s  no  sort  of  sociability 
about  these  hotels,  but  the  head  portier  knows  a 
little  English.” 

“  I  suppose  I  had  better  retire,”  momma  admitted, 
“  though  I  sometimes  wish  Mr  Wick  wasn’t  so  care¬ 
ful  of  my  nervous  system.  Delicious  scene,  good¬ 
night.”  And  she  too  left  us. 

We  were  sitting  in  a  narrow  balcony  that  seemed 
to  jut  out  of  a  horn  of  the  city’s  lovely  crescent. 
Dicky  and  Isabel  occupied  chairs  at  a  distance  nicely 
calculated  to  necessitate  a  troublesome  raising  of  the 
voice  to  communicate  with  them.  Mrs  Portheris  was 
still  confined  to  her  room  with  what  was  understood 
to  be  the  constitutional  shock  of  her  experiences  in 
the  Catacombs.  Dicky,  in  joyful  privacy,  assured 
me  that  nobody  could  recover  from  a  combination 
of  Roman  tallow  and  French  kid  in  less  than  a 
week,  but  I  told  him  he  did  not  know  the  British 
constitution. 

The  moon  sailed  high  over  Naples,  and  lighted 
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the  lapping  curve  of  her  perfect  bay  in  the  deepest, 
softest  blue,  and  showed  us  some  of  the  nearer 
houses  of  the  city,  sloping  and  shouldering  and 
creeping  down,  that  they  were  pink  and  yellow  and 
parti-coloured,  while  the  rest  curved  and  glimmered 
round  the  water  in  all  tender  tones  of  white  holding 
up  a  thousand  lamps.  And  behind,  curving  too, 
the  hills  stood  clear,  with  the  grey  phantom  of 
Vesuvius  in  sharp  familiar  lines,  sending  up  its 
stream  of  steady  red,  and  now  and  then  a  leaping 
flame.  It  was  a  scene  to  wake  the  latent  sentiment 
of  even  a  British  bosom.  I  thought  I  would  stay 
a  little  longer. 

“  So  you  usually  ordered  a  chop  ?  ”  I  said  by  way 
of  resuming  the  conversation.  “  I  hope  the  chops 
were  tender.” 

(I  have  a  vague  recollection  that  my  intonation 
was.) 

“  There  are  worse  things  in  the  States  than  the 
mutton,”  replied  Mr  Mafferton,  moving  his  chair  to 
enable  him,  by  twisting  his  neck  not  too  ostenta¬ 
tiously,  to  glance  occasionally  at  Dicky  and  Isabel, 
“  but  the  steaks  were  distinctly  better  than  the  chops 
— distinctly.” 

“  So  all  connoisseurs  say,”  I  replied  respectfully. 
“  Would  you  like  to  change  seats  with  me  ?  I  don’t 
mind  sitting  with  my  back  to — Vesuvius.” 

Mr  Mafferton  blushed — unless  it  was  the  glow 
from  the  volcano. 

“  Not  on  my  account,”  he  said.  “  By  any  means.” 

“  You  do  not  fear  a  demonstration,”  I  suggested. 
“  And  yet  the  forces  of  nature  are  very  uncertain. 
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That  is  your  English  nerve.  It  deserves  all  that  is 
said  of  it.” 

Mr  Mafferton  looked  at  me  suspiciously. 

“  I  fancy  you  must  be  joking,”  he  said. 

He  sometimes  complained  that  the  great  bar  to 
his  observation  of  the  American  character  was  the 
American  sense  of  humour.  It  was  one  of  the 
things  he  had  made  a  note  of,  as  interfering  with 
the  intelligent  stranger’s  enjoyment  of  the  country. 

“  I  suppose,”  I  replied  reproachfully,  “  you  never 
pause  to  think  how  unkind  a  suspicion  like  that  is  ? 
When  one  wishes  to  be  taken  seriously.” 

“  I  fear  I  do  not,”  Mr  Mafferton  confessed.  “  Per¬ 
haps  I  jump  rather  hastily  to  conclusions  sometimes. 
It’s  a  family  trait.  We  get  it  though  the  Warwick- 
Howards  on  my  mother’s  side.” 

“  Then,  of  course,  there  can’t  be  any  objection 
to  it.  But  when  one  knows  a  person’s  opinion  of 
frivolity,  always  to  be  thought  frivolous  by  the  person 
is  hard  to  bear.  Awfully.” 

And  if  my  expression,  as  I  gazed  past  this 
Englishman  at  Vesuvius,  was  one  of  sad  resigna¬ 
tion,  there  was  nothing  in  the  situation  to  exhilarate 
anybody. 

The  impassive  countenance  of  Mr  Mafferton  was 
disturbed  by  a  ray  of  concern.  The  moonlight 
enabled  me  to  see  it  quite  clearly.  “  Pray,  Miss 
Wick,”  he  said,  “  do  not  think  that.  Who  was  it 
that  wrote — 

“A  little  humour  now  and  then 
Is  relished  by  the  wisest  men.” 

“  I  don’t  know,”  I  said,  “  but  there’s  something 
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about  it  that  makes  me  think  it  is  English  in  its 
origin.  Do  you  really  endorse  it  ?  ” 

“  Certainly  I  do.  And  your  liveliness,  Miss  Wick, 
if  I  may  say  so,  is  certainly  one  of  your  accomplish¬ 
ments.  It  is  to  some  extent  a  racial  characteristic. 
You  share  it  with  Mr  Dod.” 

I  glanced  in  the  direction  of  the  other  two. 
“  They  seem  desperately  bored  with  each  other,” 
I  said.  “  They  are  not  saying  anything.  Shall  we 
join  them  ?  ” 

“  Dod  is  probably  sulking  because  I  am  mono¬ 
polising  you.  Mrs  Portheris,  you  see,  has  let  me 
into  the  secret  ” — Mr  Mafferton  looked  very  arch 
— “  By  all  means,  if  you  think  he  ought  to  be 
humoured.” 

“  No,”  I  said  firmly,  “  humouring  is  very  bad  for 
Dicky.  But  I  don’t  think  he  should  be  allowed 
to  wreak  his  ill-temper  on  Isabel.” 

“  I  have  noticed  a  certain  lack  of  power  to 
take  the  initiative  about  Miss  Portheris,”  said  Mr 
Mafferton  coldly,  “  especially  when  her  mother  is 
not  with  her.  She  seems  quite  unable  to  extricate 
herself  from  situations  like  the  present.” 

“  She  is  so  young,”  I  said  apologetically,  “  and 
besides,  I  don’t  think  you  could  expect  her  to  go 
quite  away  and  leave  us  here  together,  you  know. 
She  would  naturally  have  foolish  ideas.  She  doesn’t 
know  anything  about  our  irrevocable  Past.” 

“  Why  should  she  care  ?  ”  asked  Mr  Mafferton 
hypocritically. 

“  Oh,”  I  said.  “  I  don’t  know,  I’m  sure.  Only 
Mrs  Portheris - ” 
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“  She  is  certainly  a  charming  girl/’  said  Mr 
Mafferton. 

“  And  so  well  brought  up,”  said  I. 

“  Ye-es.  Perhaps  a  little  self-contained.” 

“  She  has  no  need  to  rely  upon  her  conversation,” 
I  observed. 

“  I  don’t  know.  The  fact  is - ” 

“  What  is  the  fact  ?  ”  I  asked  softly.  “  After  all 
that  has  passed  I  think  I  may  claim  your  confidence, 
Mr  Mafferton.”  I  had  some  difficulty  afterwards  in 
justifying  this,  but  it  seemed  entirely  appropriate  at 
the  time. 

“  The  fact  is,  that  up  to  three  weeks  ago  I 
believed  Miss  Portheris  to  be  the  incarnation  of  so 
many  unassuming  virtues  and  personal  charms  that 
I  was  almost  ready  to  make  a  fresh  bid  for  domestic 
happiness  in  her  society.  I  have  for  some  time 
wished  to  marry - ” 

“  I  know,”  I  said  sympathetically. 

“  But  during  the  last  three  weeks  I  have  become 
a  little  uncertain.” 

“  There  shouldn’t  be  the  slightest  uncertainty,”  I 
observed. 

“  Marriage  in  England  is  such  a  permanent 
institution.” 

“  I  have  known  it  to  last  for  years  even  in  the 
United  States,”  I  sighed. 

“  And  it  is  a  serious  responsibility  to  undertake 
to  reciprocate  in  full  the  devotion  of  an  attached 
wife.” 

“  I  fancy  Isabel  is  a  person  of  strong  affections,” 
I  said ;  “  one  notices  it  with  her  mother.  And 
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anyone  who  could  dote  on  Mrs  Portheris  would 
certainly - ” 

“  I  fear  so,”  said  Mr  Mafferton. 

“  I  understand,”  I  continued,  “  why  you  hesitate. 
And  really,  feeling  as  you  do  I  wouldn’t  be 
precipitate.” 

“  I  won’t,”  he  said. 

“  Watch  the  state  of  your  own  heart,”  I  coun¬ 
selled,  “for  some  little  time.  You  may  be  sure  that 
hers  will  not  alter  ;  ”  and,  as  we  said  good-night,  I 
further  suggested  that  it  would  be  a  kindness  if 
Mr  Mafferton  would  join  my  lonely  parent  in  the 
smoking-room. 

I  don’t  know  what  happened  on  the  balcony 
after  that. 


N 


CHAPTER  XVI 


“  IV  yT  AMMA,”  said  Isabel,  as  we  gathered  in  the 
1V1  hotel  vestibule  for  the  start  to  Pompeii,  “  is 
really  not  fit  to  undertake  it.” 

“You’ll  excuse  me,  Aunt  Caroline,”  remarked  the 
Senator,  “  but  your  complexion  isn’t  by  any  means 
right  yet.  It’s  a  warm  day  and  a  long  drive.  Just 
as  likely  as  not  you’ll  be  down  sick  after  it.” 

“  Stuff !  ”  said  Mrs  Portheris.  “  I  thank  my  stars 
/  have  got  no  enfeebled  American  constitution.  I  am 
perfectly  equal  to  it,  thank  you.” 

“  It’s  most  unwise,”  observed  Mr  Mafferton. 

“  Darned  —  I  mean  extremely  risky,”  sighed 
Dicky. 

Mrs  Portheris  faced  upon  them.  “  And  pray 
what  do  you  know  about  it  ?  ”  she  demanded. 

Then  momma  put  in  her  oar,  taking  most  un¬ 
guardedly  a  privilege  of  relationship.  “  Of  course 
you  are  the  best  judge  of  how  you  feel  yourself, 
Aunt  Caroline,  but  we  are  told  there  are  some  steps 
to  ascend  when  we  get  there — and  you  know  how 
fleshy  you  are.” 

In  the  instant  of  ominous  silence  which  occurred 
while  Mrs  Portheris  was  getting  her  chin  into  the 
angle  of  its  greatest  majesty,  Mr  Mafferton  con¬ 
siderately  walked  to  the  door.  When  it  was 
accomplished  she  looked  at  momma  sideways  and 
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down  her  nose,  precisely  in  the  manner  of  the  late 
Mr  Du  Maurier’s  ladies  in  Punch ,  in  the  same  state 
of  mind.  She  might  have  sat  or  stood  to  him.  It 
was  another  ideal  realised. 

“  That  is  the  latest,  the  very  latest  Americanism 
which  I  have  observed  in  your  conversation,  Augusta. 
In  your  native  land  it  may  be  admissible,  but  please 
understand  that  I  cannot  permit  it  to  be  applied  to 
me  personally.  To  English  ears  it  is  offensive,  very 
offensive.  It  is  also  quite  improper  for  you  to 
assume  any  familiarity  with  my  figure.  As  you 
say,  I  may  be  aware  of  its  corpulence,  but  nobody 
else — er — can  possibly  know  anything  about  it.” 

Momma  was  speechless,  and,  as  usual,  the  Senator 
came  to  the  rescue.  He  never  will  allow  momma 
to  be  trampled  on,  and  there  was  distinct  retaliation 
in  his  manner.  “  Look  here,  aunt,”  he  said,  “  there’s 
nothing  profane  in  saying  you’re  fleshy  when  you 
are ,  you  know,  and  you  don’t  need  to  remove  so 
much  as  your  bonnet  strings  for  the  general  public 
to  be  aware  of  it.  And  when  you  come  to  America 
don’t  you  ever  insult  anybody  by  calling  her  corpu¬ 
lent,  which  is  a  perfectly  indecent  expression.  Now 
if  you  won’t  go  back  to  bed  and  tranquillise  your 
mind — on  a  plain  soda - ” 

“  I  won’t,”  said  Mrs  Portheris. 

“  De  carriages  is  already,”  said  the  head  porter, 
glistening  with  an  amiability  of  which  we  all 
appreciated  the  balm.  And  we  entered  the 
carriages — Mrs  Portheris  and  the  downcast  Isabel 
and  Mr  Mafferton  in  one,  and  momma,  poppa, 
Dicky,  and  I  in  the  other.  For  no  American 
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would  have  been  safe  in  Mrs  Portheris’s  carriage 
for  at  least  two  hours,  and  this  came  home  even 
to  Mr  Dod. 

“  Never  again  !  ”  exclaimed  momma  as  we  rattled 
down  among  the  narrow  streets  that  crowd  under 
the  Funicular  railway.  “  Never  again  will  I  call 
that  woman  Aunt  Caroline.” 

“  Don’t  call  her  fleshy,  my  dear,  that’s  what  really 
irritated  her,”  remarked  the  Senator.  The  Senator’s 
discrimination,  I  have  often  noticed,  is  not  the  nicest 
thing  about  him. 

Hours  and  hours  it  seemed  to  take,  that  drive  to 
Pompeii.  Past  the  ambitious  confectioner  with  his 
window  full  of  cherry  pies,  each  cherry  round  and 
red  and  shining  like  a  marble,  and  the  plate  glass 
dry-goods  stores  where  ready-made  costumes  were 
displayed  that  looked  as  if  they  might  fit  just  as 
badly  as  those  of  Westbourne  Grove,  and  so  by 
degrees  and  always  down  hill  through  narrower  and 
shabbier  streets  where  all  the  women  walked  bare¬ 
headed  and  the  shops  were  mostly  turned  out  on 
the  pavement  for  the  convenience  of  customers,  and 
a  good  many  of  them  went  up  and  down  in  wheel¬ 
barrows.  And  often  through  narrow  ways  so  high- 
walled  and  many-windowed  that  it  was  quite  cool 
and  dusky  down  below,  and  only  a  strip  of  sun 
showed  far  up  along  the  roofs  of  one  side.  Here 
and  there  a  wheel-barrow  went  strolling  through 
these  streets  too,  and  we  saw  at  least  one  family 
marketing.  From  a  little  square  window  a  pro¬ 
digious  way  up  came,  as  we  passed,  a  cry  with 
custom  in  it,  and  a  wheelbarrow  paused  beneath. 
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Then  down  from  the  window  by  a  long,  long  rope 
slid  a  basket  from  the  hands  of  a  young  woman 
leaning  out  in  red,  and  the  vendor  took  the  oppor¬ 
tunity  of  sitting  down  on  his  barrow  handle  till  it 
arrived.  Soldi  and  a  piece  of  paper  he  took  out  of 
the  basket  and  a  cabbage  and  onions  he  put  in,  and 
then  it  went  swinging  upwards  and  he  picked  up  his 
barrow  again,  and  we  rattled  on  and  left  him 
shouting  and  pushing  rhis  hat  back — it  was  not  a 
soft  felt  but  a  bowler — to  look  up  at  the  other 
windows.  In  spite  of  the  bowler  it  was  a  pictur¬ 
esque  and  Neapolitan  incident  and  it  left  us  much 
divided  as  to  the  contents  of  the  piece  of  paper. 

“  My  idea  is,”  said  the  Senator,  “  that  the  young 
woman  in  the  red  jersey  was  the  hired  girl  and 
that  note  was  what  you  might  call  a  clandestine 
communication.” 

“  Since  we  are  in  Naples,”  remarked  Mr  Dod,  “  I 
think,  Senator,  your  deduction  is  correct.  Where 
we  come  from  a  slavey  with  any  self-respect  would 
put  her  sentiments  on  a  gilt-edged  correspondence 
card  in  a  scented  envelope  with  a  stamp  on  the  out¬ 
side  and  ask  you  to  kindly  drop  it  into  the  pillar 
box  on  your  way  to  business  ;  but  this  chimes  in 
with  all  you  read  about  Naples.” 

“  Perfectly  ridiculous  !  ”  said  momma.  “  Mark 
my  words,  that  note  was  either  a  list  of  vegetables 
wanted,  or  an  intimation  that  if  they  weren’t  going 
to  be  fresher  than  the  last,  that  man  needn’t  stop 
for  orders  in  future.  And  in  a  country  as  destitute 
of  elevators  as  this  one  is  I  suppose  you  couldn’t 
keep  a  servant  a  week  if  you  didn’t  let  her  save  the 
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stairs  somehow.  But  I  must  say  if  I  were  going  to 
have  cabbage  and  onions  the  same  day  I  wouldn’t 
like  the  neighbours  to  know  it.” 

I  entirely  agreed  with  momma,  and  was  reflecting, 
while  they  talked  of  something  else,  on  the  injustice 
of  considering  ours  the  sentimental  sex,  when  the 
Senator  leaned  forward  and  advised  me  in  an 
undertone  to  make  a  note  of  the  market  basket. 

“And  take  my  theory  to  account  for  the  piece 
of  paper,”  said  he ;  “  your  mother’s  may  be  the 
most  likely,  but  mine  is  what  the  public  will  expect 

And  always  the  shadows  of  the  narrow  streets 
crooked  in  the  end  into  a  little  plaza  full  of  sun 
and  beggars,  and  lemonade  stands,  and  hawkers 
of  wild  strawberries,  and  when  the  great  bank  of 
a  flower-stall  stood  just  where  the  shadow  ended 
sharply  and  the  sun  began,  it  made  something  to 
remember.  After  that  our  way  lay  through  a 
suburban  parish  fete ,  and  we  pursued  it  under  strings 
and  strings  of  little  glass  lanterns,  red,  and  green, 
and  blue,  that  swung  across  the  streets  ;  and  there 
were  goats  and  more  children,  and  momma  vainly 
endeavoured  to  keep  off  the  smells  with  her  parasol. 
Then  a  region  of  docks  and  masts  rising  un¬ 
expectedly,  and  many  little  fish  shops,  and  a  glitter 
of  scales  on  the  pavement,  and  disconnected  coils 
of  rope,  and  lounging  men  with  earrings,  and 
unkempt  women  with  babies,  and  above  and  over 
all  the  warm  scent,  standing  still  in  the  sun,  of 
hemp,  and  tar,  and  the  sea. 

“  The  city,”  said  the  Senator,  casting  his  practised 
eye  on  a  piece  of  dead  wall  that  ran  along  the 
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pavement,  “  is  evidently  in  the  turmoil  of  a  general 
election,  though  you  mightn’t  notice  it.  It’s  the 
third  time  I’ve  seen  those  posters  ‘  Viva  il  PrefettoT 
and  ‘  Viva  L opposizione  !  ’  that  seems  to  be  about 
all  they  can  do,  just  as  if  we  contented  ourselves 
with  yelling  ‘  ’Rah  for  Bryan  !  ’  ‘  One  more  for 

McKinley  !  ’  I  must  say  if  they  haven’t  any  more 
notion  of  business  than  that  they  don’t  either  of 
’em  deserve  to  get  there.” 

“  In  France,”  observed  Mr  Dod,  “  they  stick  up 
little  handbills  addressed  to  their  ‘  chers  concitoyens  ’ 
as  if  voters  were  a  lot  of  baa-lambs  and  willie-boys. 
It  makes  enervating  reading.” 

“  Young  man,”  said  poppa  in  a  burst  of  feeling, 
“  they  say  the  American  eagle  might  keep  her 
beak  shut  with  advantage,  more  than  she  does  ;  but 
I  tell  you,”  and  the  Senator’s  hand  came  down  hard 
on  Dicky’s  knee,  “  a  trip  around  Europe  is  enough 
to  turn  her  into  a  singing  bird,  sir,  a  singing  bird.” 

I  don’t  get  my  imagination  entirely  from  momma. 

“  Viva  il  Prefetto  !  Viva  L opposizione  !  ”  poppa 
repeated  pityingly,  as  another  pair  of  posters  came 
in  sight.  “  Well,  it  won’t  ever  do  the  Government 
of  Italy  any  good,  but  I  guess  I’m  with  the 
Opposizione .” 

The  road  grew  emptier  and  sandy  white,  and 
commerce  forsook  it  but  for  here  and  there  a  little 
shop  with  fat  yellow  bags,  which  were  the  people’s 
cheeses,  hanging  in  bladders  at  the  door.  Crumbled 
gateways  began  to  appear,  and  we  saw  through  them 
that  the  villa  gardens  inside  ran  down  and  dropped 
their  rose  leaves  into  the  blue  of  the  Mediterranean. 
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We  met  the  country  people  going  their  ways  to 
town  ;  they  looked  at  us  with  friendly  patronage, 
knowing  all  about  us,  what  we  had  come  to  see, 
and  the  foolishness  of  it,  and  especially  the  ridiculous 
cost  of  carozza  that  take  people  to  Pompeii.  And 
at  last,  just  as  the  sun  and  the  jolting  and  the 
powdery  white  dust  combined  had  instigated  us  all 
to  suggest  to  the  Senator  how  much  better  it  would 
have  been  to  come  by  rail,  the  ponies  made  a  glad  and 
jingling  sweep  under  the  gates  of  the  Hotel  Diomede, 
which  is  at  the  portals  of  Pompeii. 

It  seemed  a  casual  and  a  cheerful  place,  full  of 
open  doors  and  proprietary  Neapolitans  who  might 
have  been  brothers  and  sisters-in-law,  whose  con¬ 
versation  we  interrupted  coming  in.  There  had 
been  domestic  potations  ;  a  very  fat  lady,  with  a 
horn  comb  in  her  hair,  wiped  liquid  rings  off  the 
table  with  her  apron,  removing  the  glasses,  while 
a  collarless  male  person  with  an  agreeable  smile 
and  a  soft  felt  hat  placed  wooden  chairs  for  us 
in  a  row.  Poppa  knows  no  Italian,  but  they 
seemed  to  understand  from  what  he  said  that  we 
wanted  things  to  drink,  and  brought  us  with  sur¬ 
prising  accuracy  precisely  what  each  of  us  preferred, 
lemonade  for  momma  and  me,  and  beverages 
consisting  largely,  though  not  entirely,  of  soda 
water  for  the  Senator  and  Mr  Dod.  While  we 
refreshed  ourselves,  another,  elderly,  grizzled,  and 
one-eyed,  came  and  took  up  a  position  just  outside 
the  door  opposite  and  sang  a  song  of  adventurous 
love,  boxing  his  own  ear  in  the  chorus  with  the 
liveliest  effect.  A  further  agreeable  person  waited 
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upon  us  and  informed  us  that  he  was  the  in¬ 
terpreter,  he  would  everything  explain  to  us,  that 
this  was  a  beggar  man  who  wanted  us  to  give  him 
some  small  money,  but  there  was  no  compulsion 
if  we  did  not  wish  to  do  so.  I  think  he  gave  us 
that  interpretation  for  nothing.  The  fat  lady  then 
produced  a  large  fan  which  she  waved  over  us 
assiduously,  and  the  collarless  man  in  the  soft  hat 
stood  by  to  render  aid  in  any  further  emergency, 
smiling  upon  us  as  if  we  were  delicacies  out  of 
season.  Poppa  bore  it  as  long  as  he  could,  and 
we  all  made  an  unsuccessful  effort  to  appear  as  if 
we  were  quite  accustomed  to  as  much  attention 
and  more  in  the  hotels  of  America  ;  but  in  a  very 
few  minutes  we  knew  all  the  disadvantages  of  being 
of  too  much  importance.  Presently  the  one-eyed 
man  gave  way  to  a  pair  of  players  on  the  flute 
and  mandolin. 

“  Look  here,”  said  poppa,  at  this,  to  the  in¬ 
terpreter,  “  you  folks  are  putting  yourselves  out  on 
our  account  a  great  deal  more  than  is  necessary. 
We  are  just  ordinary  travelling  public,  and  you 
don’t  need  to  entertain  us  with  side  shows  that 
we  haven’t  ordered  any  more  than  if  we  belonged 
to  your  own  town.  See  ?  ”  But  the  interpreter 
did  not  see.  He  beckoned  instead  to  an  engaging 
daughter  of  the  fat  lady,  who  approached  modestly 
with  a  large  book  of  photographs,  which  she  opened 
before  the  Senator,  kneeling  beside  his  chair. 

“  Great  Scott !  ”  exclaimed  poppa,  “  I’m  not  a 
Crowned  Head.  Rise,  Miss  Diomede.” 

Removing  his  cigar  he  assisted  the  young  lady 
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to  her  feet  and  led  her  to  a  sofa  at  the  other  end 
of  the  room,  where,  as  they  turned  over  the  photo¬ 
graphs  together,  I  heard  him  ask  her  if  she  objected 
to  tobacco. 

“  You  may  go,”  said  momma  to  the  interpreter, 
“  and  explain  the  scenes.  Mr  Wick  will  enjoy 
them  much  more  if  he  understands  them.”  The 
freedom  from  conventional  restraint  which  char¬ 
acterises  American  society  very  seldom  extends  to 
married  gentlemen. 

We  had  to  wait  twenty  minutes  for  the  other 
party,  on  account  of  their  British  objection  to 
anybody’s  dust.  Even  Mr  Mafferton  looked  quelled 
when  they  arrived,  and  Isabel  quite  abject,  while 
Mrs  Portheris  wore  that  air  of  justification  which 
no  circumstances  could  impair  which  was  parti¬ 
cularly  her  own.  She  would  not  sit  down.  “It 
gives  these  people  a  claim  on  you,”  she  said.  “  I 
did  not  come  here  to  run  up  an  hotel  bill,  but  to 
see  Pompeii.  Pompeii  I  demand  to  see.”  The 
players  on  the  flute  and  mandolin  looked  at  Mrs 
Portheris  consideringly  and  then  strolled  away,  and 
the  guide,  with  a  sorrowful  glance  at  the  landlady, 
put  on  his  hat.  “  I  can  explain  you  everything,” 
he  said  with  an  inflection  that  placed  the  responsi¬ 
bility  for  remaining  in  ignorance  upon  our  own 
heads,  but  Mrs  Portheris  waved  him  away  with 
her  fan.  “  No,”  she  said.  “  I  beg  that  this  man 
shall  not  be  allowed  to  inflict  himself  upon  our 
party.  I  particularly  desire  to  form  my  own 
impression  of  the  historic  city,  that  city  that  did 
so  much  for  the  reputation  of  Sir  Henry  Bulwer 
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Lytton.  Besides,  these  people  mount  up  ridicu¬ 
lously,  and  with  servants  at  home  on  half  wages, 
and  Consols  in  the  state  they  are,  one  is  really 
compelled  to  economise.” 

It  was  difficult  to  protest  against  Mrs  Portheris’s 
regulations,  and  impossible  to  contravene  them,  so 
I  have  nothing  to  report  of  that  guide  but  his  card, 
which  bore  the  name  “  Antonio  Plicco,”  and  his 
memory,  which  is  a  blank. 

There  was  an  ascent,  and  Mrs  Portheris  mounted 
it  proudly.  I  pointed  out  to  poppa  half-way  up  that 
his  esteemed  relative  hadn’t  turned  a  hair,  but  he 
was  inclined  to  be  incredulous  ;  said  you  couldn’t 
tell  what  was  going  on  in  the  Department  of  the 
Interior.  The  Senator  often  uses  a  political  refer¬ 
ence  to  carry  him  over  a  delicate  allusion.  Flower¬ 
ing  shrubs  and  bushes  lined  the  path  we  climbed, 
silent  in  the  sunshine,  dustily  decorative,  and  at  the 
top  the  turning  of  a  key  let  us  into  a  strange  place. 
Always  a  strange  place,  however  often  the  guide¬ 
books  beat  their  iterations  upon  it,  a  place  that  leaps 
at  imagination,  peering  into  other  days,  through  the 
mists  that  lie  between,  and  blinds  it  with  a  rush  of 
light — the  place  where  they  have  gathered  together 
what  was  left  of  the  dead  Pompeiians  and  their 
world.  There  they  lay  before  us  for  our  wonder¬ 
ment  as  they  ran,  and  tripped,  and  struggled,  and 
fell  in  the  night  of  that  day  when  they  and  the 
gods  together  were  overwhelmed,  and  they  died  as 
they  thought  in  the  end  of  time.  And  through 
an  open  door  Vesuvius  sent  up  its  eternal  gentle 
woolly  curl  against  the  daylight  sky,  and  vineyards 
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throve,  and  birds  sang,  and  we,  who  had  survived 
the  gods,  came  curious  to  look.  The  figures  lay 
in  glass  cases,  and  Dicky  remarked,  with  unusual 
seriousness,  that  it  was  like  a  dead-house. 

“  Except,”  said  poppa,  “  that  in  this  mortuary  there 
isn’t  ever  going  to  be  anybody  who  can  identify  the 
remains.  When  you  come  to  think  of  it — that’s  kind 
of  hard.” 

“No  chance  of  Christian  burial  once  you  get  into 
a  museum,”  said  Dick  with  solicitude 

“  I  should  like,”  remarked  Mrs  Portheris,  polishing 
her  pince  nez  to  get  a  better  view  of  a  mother  and 
daughter  lying  on  their  faces.  “  I  should  like  to 
see  the  clergyman  who  would  attempt  it.  These 
people  were  heathen,  and  richly  deserved  their  fate. 
Richly !  ” 

Momma  looked  at  her  husband’s  Aunt  Caroline 
with  indignant  scorn.  “  Do  you  really  think  so  ?  ” 
she  asked,  but  we  could  all  see  that  her  words  were 
a  very  inadequate  expression  for  her  emotions.  Mrs 
Portheris  drew  all  the  guns  of  her  orthodoxy  into  line 

for  battle.  “  I  am  surprised - ”  she  began,  and 

then  the  Senator  politely  but  firmly  interfered. 

“  Ladies,”  he  said,  “  ‘  De  mortuis  nisi  bonum  * 
which  is  to  say,  it  isn’t  customary  to  slang  corpses, 
especially,  as  you  may  say,  in  their  presence.  I 
guess  we  can  all  be  thankful,  anyhow,  that  heathen 
nowadays  have  got  a  cooler  earth  to  live  on,” 
and  that  for  the  moment  was  the  end  of  it,  but 
momma  still  gazed  commiseratingly  at  the  figures, 
with  a  suspicious  tendency  to  look  for  her  hand¬ 
kerchief. 
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“  It’s  too  terrible,”  she  said.  “  We  can  actually 
see  their  features .” 

"  Don’t  let  them  get  on  your  nerves,  Augusta,” 
suggested  poppa. 

“  I  won’t  if  I  can  help  it.  But  when  you  see 
their  clothes  and  their  hair  and  realise - ” 

“It  happened  over  eighteen  hundred  years  ago, 
my  dear,  and  most  of  them  got  away.” 

“  That  didn’t  make  it  any  better  for  those  who 
are  now  before  us,”  and  momma  used  her  handker¬ 
chief  threateningly,  though  it  was  only  in  connection 
with  her  nose. 

“  Well  now,  Angusta,  I  hate  to  destroy  an  illusion 
like  that,  because  they’re  not  to  be  bought  with 
money,  but  since  you’re  determined  to  work  your¬ 
self  up  over  these  unfortunates,  I’ve  got  to  expose 
them  to  you.  They’re  not  the  genuine  remains  you 
take  them  for.  They’re  mere  worthless  imitations  ” 

“  Alexander,”  said  momma  suspiciously,  “  you 
never  hesitate  to  tamper  with  the  truth  if  you 
think  it  will  make  me  any  more  comfortable.  I 
don’t  believe  you.” 

“  All  right,”  returned  the  Senator  ;  “  when  we  get 
home  you  ask  Bramley.  It  was  Bramley  that  put 
me  on  to  it.  Whenever  one  of  those  Pompeii 
fellows  dropped,  the  ashes  kind  of  caked  over  him, 
and  in  the  course  of  time  there  was  a  hole  where  he 
had  been.  See  ?  And  what  you’re  looking  at  is  just 
a  collection  of  those  holes  filled  up  with  composition 
and  then  dug  out.  Mere  holes  !  ” 

“  The  illusion  is  dreadfully  perfect,”  sighed 
momma.  “  Fancy  dying  like  a  baked  potato  in 
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hot  ashes !  Somehow,  Alexander,  I  don’t  seem 
able  to  get  over  it,”  and  momma  gazed  with 
distressed  fascination  at  the  grim  form  of  the 
negro  porter. 

“  We’ve  got  no  proper  grounds  for  coming  to  that 
conclusion  either,”  replied  poppa  firmly.  “  Just  as 
likely  they  were  suffocated  by  the  gas  that  came  up 
out  of  the  ground.” 

“  Oh,  if  I  could  think  that !  ”  momma  exclaimed 
with  relief.  “  But  if  I  find  you’ve  been  deceiving 
me,  Alexander,  I’ll  never  forgive  you.  It’s  too 
solemn  !  ” 

“  You  ask  Bramley,”  I  heard  the  Senator  reply. 
“  And  now  come  and  tell  me  if  this  loaf  of  bread 
somebody  baked  eighteen  hundred  and  twenty 
something  years  ago  isn’t  exactly  the  same  shape 
as  the  Naples  bakers  are  selling  right  now.” 

“  Daughter,”  said  momma  as  she  went,  “  I  hope 
you  are  taking  copious  notes.  This  is  the  wonder 
of  wonders  that  we  behold  to-day.”  I  said  I  was, 
and  I  wandered  over  to  where  Mrs  Portheris  ex¬ 
amined  with  Mr  Mafferton  an  egg  that  was  laid  on 
the  last  day  of  Pompeii.  Mrs  Portheris  was  asking 
Mr  Mafferton,  in  her  most  impressive  manner,  if  it 
was  not  too  wonderful  to  have  positive  proof  that 
fowls  laid  eggs  then  just  as  they  do  now  ;  and  I 
made  a  note  of  that  too.  Dicky  and  Isabel 
bemoaned  the  fate  of  the  immortal  dog  who  still 
bites  his  flank  in  the  pain  extinguished  so  long  ago. 
I  hardly  liked  to  disturb  them,  but  I  heard  Dicky 
say  as  I  passed  that  he  didn’t  mind  much  about  the 
humans,  they  had  their  chance,  but  this  poor  little 
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old  tyke  was  tied  up,  and  that  on  the  part  of 
Providence  was  playing  it  low  down. 

Then  we  all  stepped  out  into  the  empty  streets 
of  Pompeii  and  Mr  Mafferton  read  to  us  impres¬ 
sively,  from  Murray,  the  younger  Pliny’s  letter  to 
Tacitus  describing  its  great  disaster.  The  Senator 
listened  thoughtfully,  for  Pliny  goes  into  all  kinds  of 
interesting  details.  “  I  haven’t  much  acquaintance 
with  the  classics,”  said  he,  as  Mr  Mafferton  finished, 
“  but  it  strikes  me  that  the  modern  New  York 
newspaper  was  the  medium  to  do  that  man  justice. 
It’s  the  most  remarkable  case  I’ve  noticed  of  a  good 
reporter  born  before  his  time .” 

“  A  terrible  retribution,”  said  Mrs  Portheris, 
looking  severely  at  the  tavern  of  Phoebus,  forever 
empty  of  wine-bibbers.  “  They  worshipped  Jupiter, 
I  understand,  and  other  deities  even  less  respectable. 
Can  we  wonder  that  a  volcano  was  sent  to  destroy 
them  !  One  thing  we  may  be  quite  sure  of — if  the 
city  had  only  turned  from  its  wickedness  and 
embraced  Christianity,  this  never  would  have 
happened.” 

Momma  compressed  her  lips  and  then  relaxed 
them  again  to  say,  “  I  think  that  idea  perfectly 
ridiculous.”  I  scented  battle  and  hung  upon  the 
issue,  but  the  Senator  for  the  third  time  interposed. 

“  Why  no,  Augusta,  he  said,  “  I  guess  that’s  a 
working  hypothesis  of  Aunt  Caroline’s.  Here’s 
Vesuvius  smokin’  away  ever  since  just  the  same, 
and  there’s  Naples  with  a  bishop  and  the  relics  of 
Saint  Januarius.  You  can  read  in  your  guide-book 
that  whenever  Vesuvius  has  looked  as  if  he  meant 
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business  for  the  past  few  hundred  years,  the  people 
of  Naples  have  simply  called  on  the  bishop  to  take 
out  the  relics  of  Saint  Januarius  and  walk  ’em  round 
the  town  ;  and  that’s  always  been  enough  for  Vesu¬ 
vius.  Now  the  Pompeii  folks  didn’t  know  a  saint  or 
a  bishop  by  sight,  and  Jupiter,  as  Aunt  Caroline 
says,  was  never  properly  qualified  to  interfere. 
That’s  how  it  was,  I  presume.  I  don’t  suppose  the 
people  of  Naples  take  much  stock  in  the  laws  of 
nature  ;  they  don’t  have  to,  with  Januarius  in  a 
drawer.  And  real  estate  keeps  booming  right 
along.” 

“You  have  an  extraordinary  way  of  putting 
things,”  remarked  Mrs  Portheris  to  her  nephew. 
“  Very  extraordinary.  But  I  am  glad  to  hear  that 
you  agree  with  me,”  and  she  looked  as  if  she  did  not 
understand  momma’s  acquiescent  smile. 

We  went  our  several  ways  to  see  the  baths,  and 
the  Comic  Theatre,  the  bakehouse  and  the  gymna¬ 
sium  ;  and  I  had  a  walk  by  myself  in  the  Street  of 
Abundance,  where  the  little  empty  houses  waited 
patiently  on  either  side  for  those  to  return  who  had 
gone  out,  and  the  sun  lay  full  on  their  floors  of 
dusty  mosaic,  and  their  gardens  where  nothing  grew. 
It  seemed  to  me,  as  it  seems  to  everybody,  that 
Pompeii  was  not  dead,  but  asleep,  and  her  tints 
were  so  clear  and  gay  that  her  dreams  might  be 
those  of  a  ballet-girl.  A  solitary  yellow  dog  chased 
a  lizard  in  the  sun,  and  the  pebbles  he  knocked 
about  made  an  absurdly  disturbing  noise.  Beyond 
the  vague  tinted  roofless  walls  that  stretched  over 
the  pleasant  little  peninsula,  the  blue  sea  rippled 
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tenderly,  remembering  much  delight,  and  the  place 
seemed  to  smile  in  its  sleep.  It  was  easy  to  under¬ 
stand  why  Cicero  chose  to  have  his  villa  in  the 
midst  of  such  light-heartedness,  and  why  the  gods, 
perhaps,  decided  that  they  had  lent  too  much 
laughter  to  Pompeii.  I  made  free  of  the  hospitality 
of  Cornelius  Rufus  and  sat  for  a  while  in  his  exedra , 
where  he  himself,  in  marble  on  a  little  pillar  in  the 
middle  of  the  room,  made  me  as  welcome  as  if  I 
had  been  a  client  or  a  neighbour.  We  considered 
each  other  across  the  centuries,  making  mutual 
allowances,  and  spent  the  most  sociable  half-hour. 
I  take  a  personal  interest  in  the  city’s  disaster  now 
— it  overwhelmed  one  of  my  friends. 
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CHAPTER  XVII 


ON  the  Lungarno  in  Florence,  in  the  cool  of  the 
evening,  we  walked  together,  the  Senator, 
momma,  Dicky,  and  I.  Dicky  radiated  depression, 
if  such  a  thing  is  atmospherically  possible  ;  we  all 
moved  in  it.  Mr  Dod  had  been  banished  from  the 
Portheris  party,  and  he  groaned  over  the  reflection 
that  it  was  his  own  fault.  At  Pompeii  I  had  exerted 
myself  in  his  interest  to  such  an  extent,  that  Mr 
Mafferton  detached  himself  from  Mrs  Portheris,  and 
attached  himself  to  momma  for  the  drive  home. 
Little  did  I  realise  that  one  could  be  too  agreeable 
in  a  good  cause.  Dicky  insinuated  himself  with  diffi¬ 
culty  into  Mr  Mafferton’s  vacant  place  opposite  Mrs 
Portheris,  and  even  before  the  carriages  started  I  saw 
that  he  was  going  to  have  a  bad  time.  His  own 
version  of  the  experience  was  painful  in  the  extreme, 
and  he  represented  the  climax  as  having  occurred 
just  as  they  arrived  at  the  hotel.  The  unfortunate 
youth  must  have  been  goaded  to  his  fate,  for  his 
general  attitude  towards  matters  of  orthodoxy  was 
most  discreet. 

“  There  is  something  Biblical ,”  said  Mrs  Portheris 
(so  Dicky  related),  “  that  those  Pompeiian  remains 
remind  me  of,  and  I  cannot  think  what  it  is.” 

“  Lot’s  wife,  mamma  ?  ”  said  Isabel. 

“  Quite  right,  my  child — what  a  memory  you  have  ! 
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That  wretched  woman  who  stopped  to  look  back  at 
the  city  where  careless  friends  and  relatives  were 
enjoying  themselves,  indifferent  to  their  coming  fate, 
in  direct  disobedience  to  the  command.  Of  course 
she  turned  to  salt,  and  these  people  to  ashes,  but  she 
must  have  looked  very  much  like  them  when  the 
process  was  completed.” 

That  was  Dicky’s  opportunity  for  restraint  and 
submission,  but  he  seemed  to  have  been  physically 
unable  to  take  it.  He  rushed,  instead,  blindly  to 
perdition.  “  I  don’t  believe  that  yarn,”  he  said. 

There  was  a  moment’s  awful  silence,  during  which 
Dicky  said  he  counted  his  heart-beats,  and  felt  as  if 
he  had  announced  himself  an  atheist  or  a  Jew,  and 
then  his  sentence  fell. 

“In  that  case,  Mr  Dod,  I  must  infer  that  you  are 
opposed  to  the  doctrine  of  the  complete  inspiration 
of  Holy  Writ.  If  you  do  not  believe  in  that,  I 
shudder  to  think  of  what  you  may  not  believe  in.  I 
will  say  no  more  now,  but  after  dinner  I  will  be 
obliged  to  speak  to  you  for  a  few  minutes,  privately. 
Thank  you,  I  can  get  out  without  assistance.” 

And  after  dinner,  privately,  Dicky  learned  that 
Mrs  Portheris  had  for  some  time  been  seriously  con¬ 
sidering  the  effect  of  his,  to  her,  painfully  flippant 
views,  upon  the  opening  mind  of  her  daughter — the 
child  had  only  been  out  six  months — and  that  his 
distressing  announcement  of  this  morning  left  her  in 
no  further  doubt  as  to  her  path  of  duty.  She  would 
always  endeavour  to  have  as  kindly  a  recollection  of 
him  as  possible,  he  had  really  been  very  obliging, 
but  for  the  present  she  must  ask  him  to  make  some 
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other  travelling  arrangements.  Cook,  she  believed, 
would  always  change  one’s  tickets,  less  ten  per  cent., 
but  she  would  leave  that  to  Dicky.  And  she  hoped, 
she  sincerely  hoped,  that  time  would  improve  his  views. 
When  that  was  accomplished  she  trusted  he  would 
write  and  tell  her,  but  not  before. 

“  And  while  I’m  getting  good  and  ready  to  pass 
an  examination  in  Noah,  Jonah,  and  Methuselah,” 
remarked  Dicky  bitterly,  as  we  discussed  the  situa¬ 
tion  on  the  Lungarno  for  the  seventh  time  that  day, 
“  Mafferton  sails  in.” 

“  Why  didn’t  you  tell  her  plainly  that  you  wanted 
to  marry  Isabel,  and  would  brook  no  opposition  ?  ” 
I  demanded,  for  my  stock  of  sympathy  was  getting 
low. 

“  Now  that’s  a  valuable  suggestion,  isn’t  it  ?  ” 
returned  Mr  Dod  with  sarcasm.  “  Good  old  psycho¬ 
logical  moment  that  was,  wasn’t  it?  Talk  about 
girls  having  tact  !  Besides,  I’ve  never  told  Isabel 
herself  yet,  and  I’m  not  the  American  to  give  in  to 
the  effete  and  decaying  custom  of  asking  a  girl’s 
poppa,  or  momma  if  it’s  a  case  of  widow,  first.  Not 
Richard  Dod.” 

“  What  on  earth,”  I  exclaimed, “  have  you  been 
doing  all  this  time  ?  ” 

“  Now  go  slow,  Mamie,  and  don’t  look  at  me  like 
that.  I’ve  been  trying  to  make  her  acquainted  with 
me — explaining  the  kind  of  fellow  I  am — getting 
solid  with  her.  See  ?  ” 

“  Showing  her  the  beauties  of  your  character  !  ”  I 
exclaimed  derisively. 

“  I  said  something  about  the  defects,  too,”  said 
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Dicky  modestly,  “  though  not  so  much.  And  I 
was  getting  on  beautifully,  though  it  isn’t  so  easy 
with  an  English  girl.  They  don’t  seem  to  think 
it’s  proper  to  analyse  your  character.  They’re  so 
maidenly.” 

“  And  so  unenterprising,”  I  said,  but  I  said  it  to 
myself. 

“  Isabel  was  actually  beginning  to  lead  up  to  the 
subject ,”  Dicky  went  on.  “  She  asked  me  the  other 
day  if  it  was  true  that  all  American  men  were  flirts. 
In  another  week  I  should  have  felt  that  she  would 
know  what  was  proposing  to  her.” 

“  And  you  were  going  to  wait  another  week  ?  ” 

“  W ell,  a  man  wants  every  advantage,”  said  Dicky 
blandly. 

“  Did  you  explain  to  Isabel  that  you  were  only 
joining  our  party  in  the  hope  of  meeting  her  acci¬ 
dentally  soon  again  ?  ” 

“  What  else,”  asked  he  in  pained  surprise,  “  should 
I  have  joined  it  for?  No,  I  didn’t;  I  hadn’t  the 
chance,  for  one  thing.  You  took  the  first  train 
back  to  Rome  next  morning,  you  know.  She 
wasn’t  up.” 

“  True,”  I  responded.  “  Momma  said  not  another 
hour  of  her  husband’s  Aunt  Caroline  would  she  ever 
willingly  endure.  She  said  she  would  spend  her 
entire  life,  if  necessary,  in  avoiding  the  woman.” 
But  Dicky  had  not  followed  the  drift  of  my 
thought. 

I  added  vaguely,  “  I  hope  she  will  understand  it  ” 
— I  really  couldn’t  be  more  definite — and  bade  Mr 
Dod  good-night.  He  held  my  hand  absent-mindedly 
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for  a  moment,  and  mentioned  the  effectiveness  of  the 
Ponte  Vecchio  from  that  point  of  view. 

“  I  didn’t  feel  bound  to  change  my  tickets  less 
ten  per  cent.,”  he  said  hopefully,  “  and  we’re  sure  to 
come  across  them  early  and  often.  In  the  mean¬ 
time  you  might  try  and  soften  me  a  little — about 
Lot’s  wife.” 

Next  day,  in  the  Ufizzi,  it  was  no  surprise  to 
meet  the  Miss  Binghams.  We  had  a  guilty  con¬ 
sciousness  of  fellow-citizenship  as  we  recognised 
them,  and  did  our  best  to  look  as  if  two  weeks  were 
quite  long  enough  to  be  forgotten  in,  but  they 
seemed  charitable  and  forgiving  on  this  account, 
said  they  had  looked  out  for  us  everywhere,  and  had 
we  seen  the  cuttings  in  the  Vatican  ? 

“  The  statues,  you  know,”  explained  Miss  Cora 
kindly,  seeing  that  we  did  not  comprehend.  “  Mar¬ 
vellous — simply  marvellous  !  We  enjoyed  nothing 
so  much  as  the  marble  department.  It  takes  it 
out  of  you  though — we  were  awfully  done  after¬ 
wards.” 

I  wondered  what  Phidias  would  have  said  to  the 
“  cuttings,”  and  whether  Miss  Binghams  imagined  it 
a  Briticism.  It  also  occurred  to  me  that  one  should 
never  mix  one’s  colloquialisms  ;  but  that,  of  course, 
did  not  prevent  their  coming  round  with  us.  I 
believe  they  did  it  partly  to  diffuse  their  guide 
among  a  larger  party.  He  was  hanging,  as  they 
came  up,  upon  Miss  Cora’s  reluctant  earring,  so  to 
speak,  and  she  was  mechanically  saying,  “  Yes  !  Yes  ! 
Yes  !  ”  to  his  representations.  “  I  suppose,”  said  she 
inadvertently,  “  there  is  no  way  of  preventing  their 
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giving  one  information/’  and  after  that  when  she 
hospitably  pressed  the  guide  upon  us  we  felt  at 
liberty  to  be  unappreciative. 

I  regret  to  write  it  of  two  maiden  ladies  of  good 
New  York  family,  and  a  knowledge  of  the  world  ; 
but  the  Miss  Binghams  capitulated  to  Dicky  Dod 
with  a  promptness  and  unanimity  which  would  have 
been  very  bad  for  him  if  nobody  had  been  there  to 
counteract  its  effects.  He  walked  between  them 
through  the  vestibules,  absorbing  a  flow  of  tribute 
from  each  side  with  a  complacency  which  his  recent 
trying  experiences  made  all  the  more  profound. 
There  was  always  a  something,  Miss  Nancy  declared, 
about  an  American  who  had  made  his  home  in 
England — you  could  always  tell.  “  In  your  case, 
Mr  Dod,  there  is  an  association  of  Bond  Street.  I 
can’t  describe  it  but  it  is  there.  I  hope  you  don’t 
mind  my  saying  so.” 

“  Oh,  no,”  said  Dicky,  “  I  guess  it’s  my  tailor. 
He  lives  in  Bond  Street  ;  ”  but  this  was  artless  and 
not  ironical.  Miss  Cora  went  further.  “  I  should 
have  taken  Mr  Dod  for  an  Englishman,”  she 
said,  at  which  the  miscalculated  Mr  Dod  looked 
alarmed. 

“  Is  that  so  ?  ”  he  responded.  “  Then  I’ll  book  my 
passage  back  at  once.  I’ve  been  over  there  too 
long.  You  see  I’ve  been  kind  of  obliged  to  stay  for 
reasons  connected  with  the  firm,  but  you  ladies  can 
take  my  word  for  it  that  when  you  get  through  this 
sort  of  ridiculous  veneer  I’ve  picked  up  you’ll  find 
a  regular  all-wool  and-a-yard-wide  city-of-Chicago 
American,  and  I’m  bound  to  ask  you  not  to  forget 
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it.  This  English  way  of  talking  is  a  thing  that 
grows  on  a  fellow  unconsciously,  don’t  you  know. 
It  wears  off  when  you  get  home.” 

At  which  Miss  Cora  and  Miss  Nancy  looked  at 
each  other  smilingly  and  repeated  “  Don’t  you 
know  ”  in  derisive  echo,  and  we  all  felt  that  our 
young  friend  had  been  too  modest  about  his  acquire¬ 
ments. 

“  But  we  mustn’t  neglect  our  old  masters,”  cried 
Miss  Nancy  as  those  of  the  first  corridor  began  to 
slip  past  us  on  the  walls,  with  no  desire  to  interrupt. 
“  What  do  you  think  of  this  Greek  Byzantine  style, 
Mr  Wick  ?  Somehow  it  doesn’t  seem  to  appeal  to 
me,  though  whether  it’s  the  flatness — or  what - ” 

“It  is  flat,  certainly,”  agreed  the  Senator,  “  but 
that’s  a  very  popular  style  of  angel  for  Christmas 
cards — the  more  expensive  kinds.  Here,  I  suppose, 
we  get  the  original.” 

“  That  is  Tuscan  school,  sir — madam,”  put  in  the 
guide,  “  and  not  angel — Saint  Cecilia.  Fourteen 
century,  but  we  do  not  know  that  artiss  his  name. 
In  the  book  you  will  see  Cimabue,  but  it  is  not 
Cimabue — unknown  artiss.” 

“  Dear  me !  ”  cried  momma.  “  St  Cecilia,  of 
course.  Don’t  you  remember  her  expression — in 
the  Catacombs  ?  ” 

“  She’s  sweet,  always  and  everywhere,”  said  Miss 
Cora,  as  we  moved  on,  leaving  the  guide  explaining 
St  Cecilia  with  his  hands  behind  his  back.  “  And 
you  did  go  to  Capri  after  all?  Now  I  wonder, 
Nancy,  if  they  had  our  experience  about  the 
oysters  ?  ” 


A  VOYAGE  OF  CONSOLATION  217 


“  A  horrid  little  man  !  ”  cried  momma. 

“  Who  showed  you  the  way  to  the  steamer - ” 

“  And  hung  around  doing  things  the  whole 
enduring  time,”  continued  my  parent,  as  Mark 
Antony’s  daughter  turned  her  head  aside,  and 
Drusus,  the  brother  of  Tiberius,  frowned  upon  our 
passing. 

“  He  must  have  been  our  man  !  ”  cried  both  the 
Misses  Bingham,  with  excitement. 

“  In  the  manner  of  Taddeo  Gaddi,”  interrupted 
the  guide,  surprising  us  on  the  flank  with  a  Holy 
Family. 

“  All  right,”  said  the  Senator.  “  Well,  this  fellow 
proposed  to  bring  our  party  oysters  on  the  steamer, 
and  we  took  him,  of  course,  for  the  steward’s 


“  Exactly  what  we  thought.” 

“  Since  you  are  going  to  tell  the  story,  Alexander, 
I  may  remind  you  that  he  said  they  were  the  best 
in  the  world,”  remarked  momma,  with  several 
degrees  of  frost. 

“  My  dear,  the  anecdote  is  yours.  But  you  re¬ 
member  I  told  him  they  wouldn’t  be  in  it  with  Blue 
Points.” 

“  Now  what”  exclaimed  Miss  Nancy,  with  excite¬ 
ment,  “  did  he  ask  you  for  them  ?  ” 

“  Three  francs  a  head,  Nancy,  wasn’t  it,  Mrs 
Wick  ?  And  you  gave  the  order,  and  the  man  dis¬ 
appeared.  And  you  thought  he’d  gone  to  get  them  ; 
at  least,  we  did.  Nancy  here  had  perfect  confidence 
in  him.  She  said  he  had  such  dog-like  eyes,  and 
we  were  both  perfectly  certain  they  would  be  served 
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when  the  steamer  stopped  at  the  Blue  Grotto - ” 

Miss  Cora  paused  to  smile. 

“  But  they  weren’t,”  suggested  momma  feebly. 

“  No,  indeed,  and  hadn’t  the  slightest  intention  of 
being.”  Miss  Nancy  took  up  the  tale.  “  Not  until 
we  were  taking  off  our  gloves  in  the  hotel  verandah, 
and  making  up  our  minds  to  a  good  hot  lunch,  did 
those  oysters  appear — exactly  half  a  dozen,  and 
bread  and  butter  extra  !  And  we  couldn’t  say  we 
hadn’t  ordered  them.  And  the  lunch  was  only  two 
francs  fifty,  complet.  But  we  felt  we  ought  to  con¬ 
tent  ourselves  with  the  oysters,  though,  of  course, 
you  wouldn’t,  with  gentlemen  in  your  party.  Now, 
what  course  did  you  pursue,  Mrs  Wick  ?  ” 

“  Really,”  said  momma  distantly,  “  I  don’t  re¬ 
member.  I  believe  we  had  enough  to  eat.  Surely 
that  is  little  Moses  being  taken  from  the  bull- 
rushes  !  How  it  adds  to  one’s  interest  to  recognise 
the  subject.” 

“  By  B.  Luti,”  responded  Miss  Nancy.  “  I  hope 
he  isn’t  very  well  known,  for  I  never  heard  of  him 
before.  Now,  there’s  a  Domenichino  ;  I  can  tell  it 
from  here.  I  do  love  Domenichino,  don’t  you  ?  ” 

I  suppose  the  Senator  knew  that  momma  didn’t 
love  Domenichino,  and  would  possibly  be  at  a  loss 
to  say  why  ;  at  all  events,  he  remarked  that,  talking 
of  Capri,  he  hoped  the  Miss  Binghams  had  not  felt 
as  badly  about  inconveniencing  the  donkeys  that 
took  them  to  the  top  of  the  cliff  as  momma  had. 
“  Mrs  Wick,”  he  informed  them,  “  rode  an  ass  by 
the  name  of  Michael  Angelo,  perfectly  accustomed 
to  the' climate/ and,  do  you  believe  it,  she  held  her 
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parasol  over  that  animal’s  head  the  whole  way.”  At 
which  everybody  laughed,  and  momma,  invested  with 
an  original  and  amiable  weakness,  was  appeased. 

“  Of  Michelangelo  we  have  not  here  much,”  said 
the  guide  patiently.  “  Drawings  yes,  and  one  holy 
Family — magnificent !  But  all  in  another  room 
w’ich - ” 

“  Now  what  Bramley  said  about  the  Ufizzi  was 
this,”  continued  the  Senator.  “‘You’ll  see  on  those 
walls,’  he  said,  ‘  the  best  picture  show  in  the  world, 
both  for  pedigree  and  quality  of  goods  displayed. 
I’d  go  as  far  as  to  say  they’re  all  worth  looking  at, 
even  those  that  have  been  presented  to  the  institu¬ 
tion.  But  don’t  you  look  at  them,’  Bramley  said, 
‘  as  a  whole.  You  keep  all  your  absorbing  power 
for  one  apartment,’  he  said — ‘the  Tribune.  You’ll 
want  it.'  Bramley  gave  me  to  understand  that  it 
wasn’t  any  use,  he  didn’t  profess  to  be  able  to 
describe  his  sublimer  emotions,  but  when  he  sat 
down  in  the  Tribune  he  had  a  sort  of  instinctive  idea 
that  he’d  got  the  cream  of  it — he  didn’t  want  to  go 
any  further.” 

We  decided,  therefore,  in  spite  of  such  minor 
attractions  as  those  of  Niobe  and  her  daughters, 
at  once  to  achieve  the  Tribune,  feeling,  as  poppa 
said,  that  it  would  be  most  unfortunate  to  have  our 
admiration  all  used  up  before  we  reached  it.  The 
guide  led  the  way,  and  it  was  beguiled  with  the 
fascinating  experience  of  the  Miss  Binghams,  who 
had  met  Queen  Marguerite  driving  in  the  Villa 
Borghese  at  Rome  and  had  received  a  bow  from 
her  Majesty  of  which  nothing  would  ever  be  able 
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to  deprive  them.  “  Of  course  we  drew  up  to  let 
her  pass,”  said  Miss  Nancy,  “  and  were  careful  not 
to  make  ourselves  in  any  way  conspicuous,  merely 
standing  up  in  the  carriage  as  an  ordinary  mark 
of  respect.  And  she  looked  charming,  all  in  pink 
and  white,  with  a  faded  old  maid  of  honour  that 
set  her  off  beautifully,  didn’t  she,  Cora?  And  such 
a  pretty  smile  she  gave  us — they  say  she  likes  the 
better  class  of  Americans.” 

“  Oh,  we’ve  nothing  to  regret  about  Rome,”  re¬ 
joined  Cora.  “  Even  Peter’s  toe.  I  wouldn’t  have 
kissed  it  at  the  time  if  the  guide  hadn’t  said  it  was 
really  Jupiter’s.  I  was  sure  our  dear  vicar  wouldn’t 
mind  my  kissing  Jupiter’s  toe.  But  now  I’m  glad 
I  did  it  in  any  case.  People  always  ask  you 
that.” 

When  we  arrived  at  the  little  octagonal  treasure 
chamber  Mr  Dod  and  Miss  Cora  sat  down  together 
on  one  of  the  less  conspicuous  sofas,  and  I  saw  that 
Dicky  was  already  warmed  to  confidence.  Momma 
at  once  gave  up  her  soul  to  the  young  St  John, 
having  had  an  engraving  of  it  ever  since  she  was  a 
little  girl,  and  the  Senator  went  solemnly  from  canvas 
to  canvas  on  tip-toe  with  a  mind  equally  open  to 
Job  and  the  Fornarina.  He  assured  Miss  Nancy 
and  me  that  Bramley  was  perfectly  right  in  thinking 
everything  of  the  Tribune,  and  with  reference  to  the 
Dancing  Fawn,  that  it  was  worth  a  visit  to  see 
Michael  Angelo’s  notion  of  executing  repairs  to 
statuary  alone.  He  gave  the  place  the  benefit  of 
his  most  serious  attention,  pulling  his  beard  a  good 
deal  before  Titian’s  Venus  (which  poppa  always  did 
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in  connection  with  this  goddess,  however,  entirely 
apart  from  the  merit  of  the  painting)  and  obviously 
making  allowances  for  her  of  Medici  on  account  of 
her  great  age.  At  the  end  of  the  hour  we  spent 
there  it  had  the  same  effect  upon  him  as  upon 
Colonel  Bramley,  he  did  not  wish  to  go  any  further ; 
and  we  parted  from  the  Miss  Binghams,  who  did. 
As  I  said  good-bye  to  Miss  Cora  she  gave  my  hand 
a  subtly  sympathetic  pressure,  whispered  tenderly 
“  He’s  very  nice,”  and  roguishly  escaped  before  I 
could  ask  who  was,  or  what  difference  it  made. 
Having  thought  it  over  I  took  the  first  opportunity 
of  inquiring  of  Dicky  how  much  of  his  private  affairs 
he  had  unburdened  to  Miss  Cora.  “  Oh,”  said  he, 
“  hardly  anything.  She  knows  a  former  young  lady 
friend  of  mine  in  Syracuse  —  we  still  exchange 
Christmas  cards — and  that  led  me  on  to  say  I 
thought  of  getting  married  this  winter.  Of  course 
I  didn’t  mention  Isabel.” 


CHAPTER  XVIII 


OUT  of  indulgence  to  Dicky  we  lingered  in 
Florence  three  or  four  days  longer  than  was 
at  all  convenient,  considering,  as  the  Senator  said, 
the  amount  of  ground  we  had  to  cover  before  we 
could  conscientiously  recross  the  Channel.  But 
neither  poppa  nor  momma  were  people  to  desert 
a  fellow-countryman  in  distress  in  foreign  parts, 
especially  in  view  of  this  one’s  pathetic  reliance 
upon  our  sympathy  and  support,  as  a  family.  We 
all  did  our  best  toward  the  distraction  of  what 
momma  called  his  poor  mind,  though  I  cannot  say 
that  we  were  very  successful.  His  poor  mind  seemed 
wholly  taken  up  with  one  anticipative  idea,  and  what¬ 
ever  failed  to  minister  to  that  he  hadn’t,  as  poppa 
sadly  said,  any  use  for.  The  cloisters  of  San  Marco 
had  no  healing  for  his  spirit,  and  when  we  directed 
his  attention  to  the  solitary  painting  on  the  wall 
with  which  Fra  Angelico  made  a  shrine  of  each 
of  its  monastic  cubicles  he  merely  remarked  that 
it  was  more  than  you  got  in  most  hotels,  and  turned 
joylessly  away.  Even  the  charred  stick  that  helped 
to  martyr  Savonarola  left  him  cold.  He  said,  in¬ 
differently,  that  it  was  only  the  natural  result  of 
mixing  up  politics  and  religion,  and  that  certain 
Chicago  ministers  who  supported  Bryan  from  the 
pulpit  might  well  take  warning.  But  his  words 
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were  apathetic  ;  he  did  not  really  care  whether 
those  Chicago  ministers  went  to  the  stake  or  not. 
We  stood  him  before  the  bronze  gates  of  Ghiberti, 
and  walked  him  up  and  down  between  rows  of  works 
in  pietra  dura ,  but  without  any  permanent  effect,  and 
when  he  contemplated  the  consecrated  residences  of 
Cimabue  and  Cellini,  we  could  see  that  his  interest 
was  perfunctory,  and  that  out  of  the  corner  of  his 
eye  he  really  considered  passing  fiacres.  I  read  to 
him  aloud  from  “  Romola,”  and  momma  bought  him 
an  English  and  Italian  washing  book  that  he  might 
keep  a  record  of  his  camicie  and  his  fazzoletti — it 
would  be  so  interesting  afterwards,  she  thought — 
while  the  Senator  exerted  himself  in  the  way  of 
cheerful  conversation,  but  it  was  very  discouraging. 
Even  when  we  dined  at  the  fashionable  open  air 
restaurant  in  the  Cascine,  with  no  less  a  person 
than  Ouida,  in  a  fluff  of  grey  hair  and  black  lace, 
at  the  next  table,  and  the  most  distinguished 
gambler  of  the  Italian  aristocracy  presenting  a 
narrow  back  to  us  from  the  other  side,  he  per¬ 
mitted  poppa  to  compare  the  quality  of  the  beef 
fillets  unfavourably  with  those  of  New  York  in 
silence,  and  drank  his  Chianti  with  a  lack  -  lustre 
eye. 

Towards  the  end  of  the  week,  however,  Dicky 
grew  remorseful.  “  It’s  all  very  well,”  he  said  to 
me  privately,  “  for  Mrs  Wick  to  say  that  she  could 
spend  a  lifetime  in  Florence,  if  the  houses  only  had  a 
few  modern  conveniences.  I  daresay  she  could — and 
as  for  your  poppa,  he’s  as  patient  as  if  this  were  a 
Washington  hotel  and  he  had  a  caucus  every  night, 
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but  it’s  as  plain  as  Dante’s  nose  that  the  Senator’s 
dead  sick  of  this  city.” 

“  Dicky,”  I  said,  “  that  is  a  reflection  of  your  own 
state  of  mind.  Poppa  is  willing  to  take  as  much 
more  Botticelli  and  Filippo  Lippi  as  it  may  be 
necessary  to  give  him.” 

“  Oh,  I  know  he  would”  Dicky  admitted,  “  but  he 
isn’t  as  young  as  he  was,  and  I  should  hate  to  feel  I 
was  imposing  on  him.  Besides,  I’m  beginning  to 
conclude  that  they’ve  skipped  Florence.” 

So  it  came  to  pass  that  we  departed  for  Venice 
next  day,  tarrying  one  night  at  Bologna.  We  had 
cut  a  day  off  Bologna  for  Dicky’s  sake,  but  the 
Senator  could  not  be  persuaded  to  sacrifice  it  alto¬ 
gether  on  account  of  its  well-known  manufacture, 
into  the  conditions  of  which  he  wished  to  inquire. 
The  shops,  as  we  drove  to  the  hotel,  seemed  to 
expose  nothing  else  for  sale,  but  poppa  said  that, 
in  spite  of  the  local  consumption,  it  had  certainly 
fallen  off,  and,  as  an  official  representative  of  one 
of  its  great  rivals  in  the  west,  he  naturally  felt  a 
compunctious  interest  in  the  state  of  the  industry. 
The  hotel  had  a  little  courtyard,  with  an  orange 
tree  in  the  middle  and  palms  in  pots,  and  we  came 
down  the  wide  marble  stairs,  past  the  statues  on  the 
landing,  and  the  paintings  on  the  walls,  to  find  dinner 
laid  on  round  tables  out  there,  I  remember.  A  note 
of  momma’s  occurs  here  to  the  effect  that  there  is  a 
great  deal  too  much  fine  art  in  Italian  hotels,  with  a 
reference  to  the  fact  that  the  one  at  Naples  had  the 
whole  of  Pompeii  painted  on  the  dining-room  walls. 
She  considers  this  practice  embarrassing  to  the  public 
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mind,  which  has  no  way  of  knowing  whether  to 
admire  these  things  or  not,  though  personally  we 
boldly  decided  to  scorn  them  all.  This,  however, 
has  nothing  to  do  with  poppa  and  the  commercial 
traveller.  We  knew  he  was  a  commercial  traveller 
by  the  way  he  put  his  toothpick  in  his  pocket, 
though  poppa  said  afterwards  that  he  was  not 
exceptionally  endowed  for  that  line  of  business. 
He  was  dining  at  our  table,  and  by  his  gratified 
manner  when  we  sat  down,  it  was  plain  that  he 
could  speak  English  and  would  be  very  pleased  to 
do  so.  Poppa  knowing  that  his  time  was  short, 
began  at  once. 

“You  belong  to  Bologna,  sir?’’  he  inquired  with 
his  first  spoonful  of  soup.  For  some  reason  it  seems 
impossible  to  address  a  stranger  at  a  table  d’hote, 
before  the  soup  takes  the  baldness  off  the  situation. 

The  gentleman  smiled.  He  had  a  broad,  open, 
amiable,  red  face,  with  a  short  black  beard  and  a 
round  head  covered  with  thick  hair  in  curls,  beauti¬ 
fully  parted.  “  I  do  not  think  I  belong,”  he  said  ; 
“  my  house  of  business,  it  is  at  Milan,  and  I  am 
born  at  Finalmarina.  But  I  come  much  to  Bologna, 
yes.” 

“  Where  did  you  say  you  were  born  ?  ”  asked  the 
Senator. 

“  P'inalmarina.  You  did  not  go  to  there,  no?  I 
am  sorry.” 

“  It  does  seem  a  pity,”  replied  poppa,  “  but  we’ve 
been  obliged  to  pass  a  considerable  number  of  your 
commercial  centres,  sir.  This  city,  I  presume,  has 
large  manufacturing  interests  ?  ” 

P 
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“  Oh,  yes,  I  suppose.  You  ’ave  seen  that  San 
Petronio,  you  cannot  help.  Very  enorm’ !  More 
big  than  San  Peter  in  Rome.  But  not  complete 
since  fourteenth  century.  In  America  you  ’ave 
nothing  unfinish,  is  it  not  ?  ” 

“  Far  as  that  goes,”  said  poppa,  “  we  generally 
manage  to  complete  our  contracts  within  the  year  ; 
as  a  rule,  I  may  say  within  the  building  season. 
But  I  have  seen  one  or  two  Roman  Catholic 
churches  left  with  the  scaffolding  hanging  round 
the  ceiling  for  a  good  deal  longer,  the  altar  all 
fixed  up  too,  and  public  worship  going  on  just  as 
usual.  It  seems  to  be  a  way  they  have.  Well,  sir, 
I  knew  Bologna,  by  reputation,  better  than  any 
other  Italian  city,  for  years.  Your  local  manufac¬ 
ture  did  the  business.  As  a  boy  at  school,  there 
was  nothing  I  was  more  fond  of  for  my  dinner. 
Thirty  years  ago,  sir,  the  interest  was  created  that 
brings  me  here  to-day.” 

The  commercial  traveller  bowed  with  much 
gratification.  In  the  meantime  he  had  presented 
a  card  to  momma,  which  informed  her  that  Ricardo 
Bellini  represented  the  firm  of  Isapetti  and  Co., 
Milan,  Artificial  Flowers  and  Lace. 

“  Thirty  years,  that  is  a  long  time  to  remember 
Bologna,  I  cannot  say  that  thirty  years  I  remem¬ 
bered  New  York.  You  will  not  believe !  ”  He 
was  obviously  not  more  than  twenty-five,  so  this 
was  vastly  humorous.  “  Twenty  years,  yes  twenty 
years  I  will  say  !  And  have  you  seen  San  Stefano  ? 
Seven  churches  in  one  !  Also  the  most  old.  And 
having  forty  Jerusalem  martyrs.” 
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“  Forty  would  go  a  long  way  in  relics,”  the 
Senator  observed  with  discouragement,  “  but  my 
remarks  had  reference  to  the  Bologna  sausage,  sir.” 

“  Sausage — ah  !  mortadella — yes  they  make  here 
I  believe.”  Mr  Bellini  held  up  his  knife  and  fork 
to  enable  his  plate  to  be  changed  and  looked  darkly 
at  the  succeeding  course.  “  But  every  Italian  cannot 
like  that  dish.  I  eat  him  never.  You  will  not  find 
in  this  hotel  no.”  His  manner  indicated  a  personal 
hostility  to  the  Bologna  sausage,  but  the  Senator 
did  not  seem  to  notice  it. 

“  You  don’t  say  so  !  Local  consumption  going 
off  too,  eh  ?  Now  how  do  you  explain  that  ?  ” 

Mr  Bellini  shrugged  his  shoulders.  “  It  is  much 
eat  by  the  poor  people.  They  will  always  have  that 
mortadella  !  ” 

“  That  looks,”  said  the  Senator  thoughtfully, 
“  like  the  production  of  an  inferior  article.  But 
not  necessarily,  not  necessarily,  of  course” 

“  Bologna  it  is  very  ecclesiastic .”  Mr  Bellini 
addressed  my  other  parent,  recovering  a  smile. 
“  We  have  produced  here  six  popes.  It  is  the 
fame  of  Bologna.” 

“  You  seem  to  think  a  great  deal  of  producing 
popes  in  Italy,”  momma  replied  coldly.  “  I  should 
consider  it  a  terrible  responsibility.” 

“  Now  do  you  suppose,”  said  poppa  confidentially, 
“  that  the  idea  of  trichinosis  had  anything  to  do 
with  slackening  the  demand  ?  ” 

Mr  Bellini  threw  his  head  back,  and  passionately 
replaced  a  section  of  biscuit  and  cheese  in  the 
middle  of  his  plate. 
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“  I  know  nossing,  any  more  than  you  !  Why 
you  speak  me  always  that  Bologna  sausage ! 
Pazie?iza  !  What  is  it  that  sausage  to  make  the 
agreeable  conversation  !  ” 

“  Sir,”  exclaimed  the  Senator  with  astonishment 
and  equal  heat,  “  you  don’t  seem  to  be  aware  of  it, 
but  at  one  time  the  Bologna  sausage  ruled  the 
world  !  ” 

Mr  Bellini,  however,  could  evidently  not  trust 
himself  to  discuss  the  matter  further.  He  rose 
precipitately  with  an  outraged,  impersonal  bow, 
and  left  the  table,  abandoning  his  biscuit  and 
cheese,  his  half-finished  bottle  of  Rudesheimer  and 
the  figs  that  were  to  follow,  with  the  indifference  of 
a  lofty  nature. 

“  I’m  sorry  I  spoiled  his  dinner,”  said  poppa  with 
concern,  “  but  if  a  Bologna  man  can’t  talk  about 
Bologna  sausages,  what  can  he  talk  about  ?  ” 

It  made  the  Senator  reticent,  though,  as  to 
sausages  of  any  kind,  with  the  other  commercial 
traveller — the  hotel  was  full  of  them  and  we  found 
it  very  entertaining  after  the  barren  dining-rooms  of 
southern  Italy — with  whom  we  breakfasted.  He 
spoke  to  this  one  exclusively  about  the  architectural 
and  historic  features  of  the  city,  in  a  manner  which 
forbad  any  approach  to  gastronomic  themes,  and 
while  the  second  commercial  traveller  regarded  him 
with  great  respect,  it  must  be  confessed  that  the 
conversation  languished.  Dicky  might  have  helped 
us  out,  but  Dicky  was  following  his  usual  custom  of 
having  rooms  in  one  hotel  and  covering  as  many 
others  as  possible  with  his  meals,  in  the  hope  of  an 
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accidental  meeting.  This  was  excellent  as  a  dis¬ 
traction  for  his  mind,  but  since  it  occasionally  led 
him  into  three  dejeuners  and  two  dinners,  rather 
bad,  we  feared,  for  other  parts  of  him.  He  had 
confided  his  design  to  me  ;  he  intended,  on  meeting 
Isabel’s  eye,  to  turn  very  pale,  abruptly  terminate 
his  repast,  ask  for  his  hat  and  stick,  and  walk  out 
with  conspicuous  agitation.  As  to  the  course  he 
meant  to  pursue  afterwards  he  was  vague  ;  the  great 
thing  was  to  make  an  impression  upon  Isabel.  We 
differed  about  the  nature  of  the  impression.  Dicky 
took  it  for  granted  that  she  would  be  profoundly 
affected,  but  he  made  no  allowance  for  the  way  in 
which  maternal  vigilance  like  that  of  Mrs  Portheris 
can  discourage  the  imagination. 

Poppa  made  two  further  attempts  to  inform 
himself  upon  the  leading  manufacturing  interest  of 
Bologna.  He  inquired  of  the  padrone ,  who  was 
pleased  to  hear  that  Bologna  had  a  leading  manu¬ 
facturing  interest,  and  when  my  parent  asked  where 
he  could  see  the  process,  pointed  out  several  shops 
in  the  Piazza  Maggiore.  One  of  these  the  Senator 
visited,  note-book  in  hand,  and  was  shown  with 
great  alacrity  every  variety  of  mortadella ,  from 
delicacies  the  size  of  a  finger  to  mottled  conceptions 
as  thick  as  a  small  barrel.  He  found  a  difficulty  in 
explaining,  however,  even  with  an  Indian  phrase 
book,  that  it  was  the  manufacture  only  about 
which  he  was  curious,  and  that,  admirable  as  the 
result  might  be,  he  did  not  wish  to  buy  any  of  it. 
When  the  latter  fact  finally  made  itself  plain,  the 
proprietor  became  truculent  and  gave  us,  although 
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he  spoke  no  English,  so  vivid  an  idea  of  the  incon¬ 
sistency  of  our  presence  in  his  premises,  that  we 
retired  in  all  the  irritation  of  the  well-meaning  and 
misunderstood.  The  Senator,  however,  who  had 
absolute  confidence  in  his  phrase  book,  saw  a  deeper 
significance  in  the  remarkable  unwillingness  of  the 
people  of  Bologna  to  expatiate  upon  the  feature 
which  had  given  them  fame.  “  The  fact  is,”  said  he 
gloomily,  restoring  his  note-book  to  his  inside  pocket 
as  we  entered  the  terra-cotta  doorway  of  St  Catarina, 
“  they’re  not  anxious  to  let  a  stranger  into  the  know 
of  it.”  And  this  conviction  remaining  with  him, 
still  inspires  the  Senator  with  a  contemptuous  pity 
for  the  porcine  methods  of  a  people  who  refuse  to 
submit  them  to  the  light  of  day  and  the  observation 
of  the  world  at  large. 


CHAPTER  XIX 


SO  far  momma  said  she  had  every  reason  to  be 
pleased  with  the  effect  on  her  mind.  About 
the  Senator’s  she  would  not  commit  herself,  beyond 
saying  that  we  had  a  great  deal  to  be  thankful  for 
in  that  his  health  hadn’t  suffered,  in  spite  of  the 
indigestibility  of  that  eternal  French  twist  and  honey 
that  you  were  obliged  on  the  Continent  to  begin  the 
day  with.  She  hoped,  I  think,  that  the  Senator 
had  absorbed  other  things  beside  the  French  twist 
equally  unconsciously,  with  beneficial  results  that 
would  appear  later.  He  said  himself  that  it  was 
well  worth  anybody’s  while  to  make  the  trip,  if  only 
in  order  to  be  better  satisfied  with  America  for  the 
rest  of  his  life,  but  why  people  belonging  to  the 
United  States  and  the  nineteenth  century  should 
want  to  spend  whole  summers  in  the  Middle  Ages, 
he  failed  to  understand.  Both  my  parents,  how¬ 
ever,  looked  forward  to  Venice  with  enthusiasm. 
Momma  expected  it  to  be  the  realisation  of  all  her 
dreams,  and  poppa  decided  that  it  must,  at  all  events, 
be  unique.  It  couldn’t  have  any  Arno  or  any  Cam- 
pagna  in  the  nature  of  things — that  would  be  a  change 
— and  it  was  not  possible  to  the  human  mind,  how¬ 
ever  sophisticated,  with  a  livelong  experience  of  street 
cars  and  herdics,  to  stroll  up  and  take  a  seat  in  a 
gondola,  and  know  exactly  what  would  happen,  where 
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the  fare-box  was,  and  everything,  and  whether  they 
took  Swiss  silver,  and  if  a  gentleman  in  a  crowded 
gondola  was  expected  to  give  up  his  seat  to  a  lady 
and  stand.  Poppa,  as  a  stranger,  and  unaccustomed 
to  the  motion,  hoped  this  would  not  be  the  case, 
but  I  knew  him  well  enough  to  predict  that  if  it 
were  so,  he  would  vindicate  American  gallantry  at 
all  risks. 

Thus  it  was  that,  from  the  moment  momma  put 
her  head  out  of  the  car  window,  after  Mestre,  and 
exclaimed,  “  It’s  getting  wateryer  and  wateryer,” 
Venice  was  a  source  of  the  completest  joy  and  satis¬ 
faction  to  both  my  parents.  Dicky  and  I  took  it 
with  the  more  moderate  appreciation  natural  to  our 
years,  but  it  gave  us  the  greatest  pleasure  to  watch 
the  simple  and  unrestrained  delight  of  momma  and 
poppa,  and  to  revert,  as  it  were,  in  their  experience, 
to  what  our  own  enjoyment  might  have  been  had 
we  been  born  when  they  were.  “No  express  agents, 
no  delivery  carts,  no  baggage  checks,”  murmured 
poppa,  as  our  trunks  glided  up  to  the  hotel  steps, 
“  but  it  gets  there  all  the  same.”  This  was  the 
keynote  of  his  admiration — everything  got  there  all 
the  same.  The  surprise  of  it  was  repeated  every 
time  anything  got  there,  and  was  only  dashed  once 
when  we  saw  brown-paper  parcels  being  delivered 
by  a  boy  at  the  back  door  of  the  Palazzo  Balbi, 
who  had  evidently  walked  all  the  way.  The  Senator 
commented  upon  that  boy  and  his  groceries  as  an 
inconsistency,  and  thereafter  carefully  closed  his  eyes 
to  the  fact  that  even  our  own  hotel,  which  faced 
upon  the  Grand  Canal,  had  communications  to  the 
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rear  by  which  its  guests  could  explore  a  large  part 
of  commercial  Venice  without  going  in  a  gondola  at 
all.  The  canals  were  the  only  highways  he  would 
recognise,  and  he  went  three  times  to  St  Maria  della 
Salute,  which  was  immediately  opposite,  for  the  sake 
of  crossing  the  street  in  the  Venetian  way.  Momma 
became  really  hopeful  about  the  stimulus  to  his 
imagination  ;  she  told  him  so.  “It  appeals  to  you, 
Alexander/’  she  said.  “  Its  poetry  comes  home  to 
you — you  needn’t  deny  it ;  ”  and  poppa  cordially 
admitted  it.  “Yes,”  he  said,  “  Ruskin,  according  to 
the  guide-book,  doesn’t  seem  as  if  he  could  say  too 
much  about  this  city,  and  Bramley  was  just  the 
same.  They’re  both  right,  and  if  we  were  going 
to  be  here  long  enough  I’d  be  like  that  myself. 
There’s  something  about  it  that  makes  you  will¬ 
ing  to  take  a  lot  of  trouble  to  describe  it.  There’s 
no  use  saying  it’s  the  canals,  or  the  reflections  in 
the  water,  or  the  bridges,  or  the  pigeons,  or  the 
gargoyles,  or  the  gondolas - ” 

“  Or  Salviati,  or  Jesurum,”  said  momma,  in  lighter 
vein. 

“Your  memory,  Augusta,  for  the  names  of  old 
masters  is  perfectly  wonderful,”  continued  poppa 
placidly.  “Or  Salviati,  or  Jesurum,  or  what.  But 
there’s  a  kind  of  local  spell  about  this  place - ” 

“  There  are  various  kinds  of  local  smells,” 
interrupted  Dicky,  whom  Mrs  Portheris  still  evaded, 
but  this  levity  received  no  encouragement  from 
the  Senator.  He  said  instead  that  he  hadn’t 
noticed  them  himself.  For  his  part  he  had  come 
to  Venice  to  use  his  eyes,  not  his  nose ;  and 
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Dicky,  thus  discouraged,  faded  visibly  upon  his 
stem. 

I  could  see  that  poppa  was  still  strongly  under 
the  influence  of  the  Venetian  sentiment  when  he 
invited  me  to  go  out  in  a  gondola  with  him  after 
dinner,  and  pointedly  neglected  to  suggest  that  either 
momma  or  Dicky  should  come  too.  I  had  a  pre¬ 
sentiment  of  his  intention.  If  I  have  seemed,  thus 
far,  to  omit  all  reference  to  Mr  Page  in  Boston,  since 
we  left  Paris,  it  is,  first,  because  I  believe  it  is  not 
considered  necessary  in  a  book  of  travels  to  account 
for  every  half-hour,  and  second,  because  I  privately 
believed  him  to  be  in  correspondence  with  the  Senator 
the  whole  time,  and  hesitated  to  expose  his  duplicity. 
I  had  given  poppa  opportunities  for  confessing  this 
clandestine  business,  but  in  his  paternal  wisdom  he 
had  not  taken  them.  I  was  not  prepared,  therefore, 
to  be  very  responsive  when,  from  a  mere  desire  to 
indulge  his  sense  of  the  fitness  of  things,  poppa  en¬ 
deavoured  to  probe  my  sentiments  with  regard  to 
Mr  Page  by  moonlight  on  the  Grand  Canal.  To 
begin  with,  I  wasn’t  sure  of  them — so  much  de¬ 
pended  upon  what  Arthur  had  been  doing  ;  and, 
besides,  I  felt  that  the  perfect  confidence  which 
should  exist  between  father  and  daughter  had  al¬ 
ready  been  a  good  deal  damaged  at  the  paternal 
end.  So  when  poppa  said  that  it  must  seem 
to  me  like  a  dream,  so  much  had  happened  since 
the  day  momma  and  I  left  Chicago  at  twenty- 
four  hours’  notice,  six  weeks  ago,  1  said  no, 
for  my  part  I  had  felt  pretty  wide  awake  all  the 
time ;  a  person  had  to  be,  I  ventured  to  add, 
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with  no  more  time  to  waste  upon  Southern  Europe 
than  we  had. 

“You  mean  you’ve  been  sleeping  pretty  badly,” 
said  the  Senator  sympathetically. 

“  Where  was  it,”  I  inquired,  “  you  would  give  us 
pounded  crabs  and  cream  for  supper  after  we’d  been 
to  hear  masses  for  the  repose  of  somebody’s  soul  ? 
That  was  a  bad  night,  but  I  don’t  think  I’ve  had 
any  others.  On  the  contrary.” 

“  Oh,  well,”  said  poppa,  “  it’s  a  good  thing  it  isn’t 
undermining  your  constitution,”  but  he  looked  as 
if  it  were  rather  a  disappointment. 

“  The  American  constitution  can  stand  a  lot  of 
transportation,”  I  remarked.  “  Railways  live  on  that 
fact.  I’ve  heard  you  say  so  yourself,  Senator.” 

Then  there  was  an  interval  during  which  the  oars 
of  the  gondoliers  dipped  musically,  and  the  moon 
made  a  golden  pathway  to  the  marble  steps  of  the 
Palazzo  Contarina.  Then  poppa  said,  “  I  referred 
to  the  object  of  our  tour.” 

“  The  object  of  our  tour  wasn’t  to  undermine  my 
constitution,”  I  replied.  “  It  was  to  write  a  book 
— don’t  you  remember.  But  it’s  some  time  since 
you  made  any  suggestions.  If  you  don’t  look 
out,  the  author  of  that  volume  will  practically  be 
momma.” 

The  Senator  allowed  himself  to  be  diverted.  “  I 
think,”  he  said,  “  you’d  better  leave  the  chapter  on 
Venice  to  me  ;  you  can’t  just  talk  anyhow  about 
this  city.  I’ll  write  it  one  of  these  nights  before 
I  go  to  bed.” 

“  But  the  main  reason,”  he  continued,  “  that  sent 
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us  to  glide  this  minute  over  the  canal  system  of 
the  Bride  of  the  Adriatic  was  the  necessity  of 
bracing  you  up  after  what  you’d  been  through.” 

“  Well,”  I  said,  “  it’s  been  very  successful.  I’m 
all  braced  up.  I’m  glad  we  have  had  such  a  good 
excuse  for  coming.”  A  fib  is  sometimes  necessary 
to  one’s  self-respect. 

“  Preme !  ”  cried  the  gondolier,  and  we  shaved 
past  the  gondola  of  a  solitary  gentleman  just  leaving 
the  steps  of  the  Hotel  Britannia. 

“  That  was  a  shave  !  ”  poppa  exclaimed,  and 
added  somewhat  inconsequently,  “  You  might  just 
as  well  not  speak  so  loud.” 

“  I’ve  always  liked  Arty,”  he  continued,  as  we 
glided  on. 

“  So  have  I,”  I  returned  cordially. 

“  He’s  in  many  ways  a  lovely  fellow,”  said  poppa. 

“  I  guess  he  is,”  said  I. 

“  I  don’t  believe,”  ventured  my  parent,  “  that  his 
matrimonial  ideas  have  cooled  down  any.” 

“  I  hope  he  may  marry  well,”  I  said.  “  Has  he 
decided  on  Frankie  Turner?  ” 

“He  has  come  to  no  decision  that  you  don’t 
know  about.  Of  course,  I  have  no  desire  to 
interfere  where  it  isn’t  any  of  my  business,  but  if 
you  wish  to  gratify  your  poppa,  daughter,  you  will 
obey  him  in  this  matter,  and  permit  Arthur  once 
more  to — to  come  round  evenings  as  he  used  to. 
He  is  a  young  man  of  moderate  income,  but  a 
very  level  head,  and  it  is  the  wish  of  my  heart  to 
see  you  reconciled.” 

“  Sorry  I  can’t  oblige  you,  poppa,”  I  said.  I 
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certainly  was  not  going  to  have  any  reconciliation 
effected  by  poppa. 

“You’d  better  just  consider  it,  daughter.  I  don’t 
want  to  interfere — but  you  know  my  desire,  my 
command.” 

“  Senator,”  said  I,  “  you  don’t  seem  to  realise 
that  it  takes  more  than  a  gondola  to  make 
a  paternal  Doge.  I’ve  got  to  ask  you  to 
remember  that  I  was  born  in  Chicago.  And  it’s 
my  bed  time.  Gondolier!  Alb  ergo  l  Andate 
presto  !  ” 

“  He  seems  to  understand  you,”  said  poppa 
meekly. 

So  we  dropped  Arthur — dropped  him,  so  to 
speak,  into  the  Grand  Canal,  and  I  really  felt 
callous  at  the  time  as  to  whether  he  should  ever 
come  up  again. 

But  the  Senator’s  joy  in  Venice  found  other 
means  of  expressing  itself.  One  was  an  active 
and  disinterested  appeal  to  the  gondoliers  to  be  a 
little  less  modern  in  their  costume.  He  approached 
this  subject  through  the  guide  with  every  gondolier 
in  turn,  and  the  smiling  impassiveness  with  which 
his  suggestions  were  received  still  causes  him 
wonder  and  disgust.  “  I  presume,”  he  remonstrated, 
“  you  think  you  earn  your  living  because  tourists 
have  got  to  get  from  the  Accademia  to  St  Mark’s, 
and  from  St  Mark’s  to  the  Bridge  of  Sighs,  but 
that’s  only  a  quarter  of  the  reason.  The  other 
three-quarters  is  because  they  like  to  be  rowed  there 
in  gondolas  by  the  gondoliers  they’ve  read  about, 
and  the  gondoliers  they’ve  read  about  wore  proper 
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gondoliering  clothes — they  didn’t  look  like  East 
River  loafers.” 

“  They  are  poor  men,  these  gondolieri remarked 
the  guide.  “  They  cannot  afford.” 

“  I  am  not  an  infant,  my  friend.  I’m  a  business 
man  from  Chicago.  It’s  a  business  proposition. 
Put  your  gondoliers  into  the  styles  they  wore  when 
Andrea  Dandolo  went  looting  Constantinople,  and 
you’ll  double  your  tourist  traffic  in  five  years. 
Twice  as  many  people  wanting  gondolas,  wanting 
guides,  wanting  hotel  accommodation,  buying  your 
coloured  glass  and  lace  flounces — why,  Great  Scott ! 
it  would  pay  the  city  to  do  the  thing  at  the  public 
expense.  Then  you  could  pass  a  by-law  forbidding 
gondoliering  to  be  done  in  any  style  later  than 
the  fifteenth  century.  Pay  you  over  and  over 
again.” 

Poppa  was  in  earnest,  he  wanted  it  done.  He  was 
only  dissuaded  from  taking  more  active  measures  to 
make  his  idea  public  by  the  fact  that  he  couldn’t 
stay  to  put  it  through.  He  was  told,  of  course,  how 
the  plain  black  gondola  came  to  be  enforced  through 
the  extravagance  of  the  nobles  who  ruined  themselves 
to  have  splendid  ones,  and  how  the  Venetians  scrupled 
to  depart  from  a  historic  mandate,  but  he  considered 
this  a  feeble  argument,  probably  perpetuated  by 
somebody  who  enjoyed  a  monopoly  in  supplying 
Venice  with  black  paint.  “  Circumstances  alter 
cases,”  he  declared.  “If  that  old  Doge  knew  that 
the  P.  and  O.  was  going  to  run  direct  between 
Venice  and  Bombay  every  fortnight  this  year,  he’d 
tell  you  to  turn  out  your  gondolas  silver-gilt  !” 
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Nevertheless,  as  I  say,  the  Senator’s  views  were 
coldly  received,  with  one  exception.  A  highly  pictur¬ 
esque  and  intelligent  gondolier,  whom  the  guide 
sought  to  convert  to  a  sense  of  the  anachronism  of 
his  clothes  in  connection  with  his  calling,  promised 
that  if  we  would  give  him  a  definite  engagement 
for  next  day,  he  would  appear  suitably  clad.  The 
following  morning  he  awaited  us  with  honest  pride 
in  his  Sunday  apparel,  which  included  violently 
checked  trousers,  a  hard  felt  hat,  and  a  large  pink 
tie.  The  Senator  paid  him  hurriedly  and  hand¬ 
somely  and  dismissed  him  with  as  little  injury  to 
his  feelings  as  was  possible  under  the  circum¬ 
stances.  “  Tell  him,”  said  poppa  to  the  guide,  “  to 
go  home  and  take  off  those  pants.  And  tell  him,  do 
you  understand,  to  rush  !  ” 

That  same  day  in  the  afternoon,  I  remember, 
when  we  were  disembarking  for  an  ice  at  Florian’s, 
momma  directed  our  attention  to  two  gentlemen  in 
an  approaching  gondola.  “  There’s  something  about 
that  man,”  she  said  impressively,  “  I  mean  the  one 
in  the  duster,  that  belongs  to  the  reign  of  Louis 
Philippe.” 

“  There  is,”  I  responded  ;  “  we  saw  him  last  in  the 
Petit  Trianon.  It’s  Mr  Pabbley  and  Mr  Hinkson. 
Two  more  Transatlantic  fellow-travellers.  Senator, 
when  we  meet  them  shall  we  greet  them  ?  ” 

The  Senator  had  a  moment  of  self-expostula¬ 
tion. 

“  Well,  no,”  he  said,  “  I  guess  not.  I  don’t 
suppose  we  need  feel  obliged  to  keep  up  the 
acquaintance  of  every  American  we  come  across 


24o  A  VOYAGE  OF  CONSOLATION 


in  Europe.  It  would  take  us  all  our  time.  But 
I’d  like  to  ask  him  what  use  he  finds  for  a  duster 
in  Venice.” 

“  How  I  wish  the  Misses  Bingham  could  hear 
you,”  I  thought,  but  one  should  never  annoy  one’s 
parents  unnecessarily,  so  I  kept  my  reflections  to 
myself. 


CHAPTER  XX 


THAT  last  day  in  Venice  we  went,  I  remember, 
to  the  Lido.  Nothing  happened,  but  I  don’t 
like  leaving  it  out,  because  it  was  the  last  day,  and 
the  next  best  thing  to  lingering  in  Venice  is  linger¬ 
ing  on  it.  We  went  in  a  steamboat,  under  protest 
from  poppa,  who  said  it  might  as  well  be  Coney 
Island  until  we  got  there,  when  he  admitted  points 
of  difference,  and  agreed  that  if  people  had  to  come 
all  the  way  out  in  gondolas,  certain  existing  enter¬ 
prises  might  as  well  go  out  of  business.  The 
steamer  was  full  of  Venetians  and  we  saw  that 
they  were  charming,  though  momma  wishes  it  to 
be  understood  that  the  modern  Portia  wears  her 
bodice  cut  rather  too  low  in  the  neck  and  gazes 
much  too  softly  at  the  modern  Bassanio.  Poppa 
and  I  thought  it  mere  amiability  that  scorned  to 
conceal  itself,  but  momma  referred  to  it  otherwise, 
admitting,  however,  that  she  found  it  fascinating  to 
watch. 

We  seemed  to  disembark  at  a  restaurant  per¬ 
manent  among  flowing  waters,  so  prominent  was 
this  feature  of  the  island,  but  it  had  only  a  roof, 
and  presently  we  noticed  a  little  grass  and  some 
bushes  as  well.  The  verdure  had  quite  a  novel 
look,  and  we  decided  to  discourage  the  casual 
person  who  wished  to  sell  us  strange  and  un- 
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certified  shell  fish  from  a  basket  for  immediate 
consumption,  and  follow  it  up. 

Dicky  was  of  opinion  that  we  might  arrive  at 
the  vegetable  gardens  of  Venice,  but  in  this  we 
were  disappointed.  We  came  instead  to  a  street¬ 
car,  and  half  a  mile  of  arbour,  and  all  the  Venetians 
pleasurably  preparing  to  take  carriage  exercise. 
The  horses  seemed  to  like  the  idea  of  giving  it  to 
them,  they  were  quite  light-hearted,  one  of  them 
actually  pawed.  They  were  the  only  horses  in 
Venice,  they  felt  their  dignity  and  their  responsi¬ 
bility  in  a  way  foreign  to  animals  in  the  public 
service,  anywhere  else  in  the  world.  Personally 
we  would  have  preferred  to  walk  to  the  other  end 
of  the  arbour,  but  it  would  have  seemed  a  slight, 
and,  as  the  Senator  said,  we  weren’t  in  Venice  to 
hurt  anybody’s  feelings  that  belonged  there.  It 
would  have  been  extravagant  too,  since  the  steam¬ 
boat  ticket  included  the  drive  at  the  end.  So 
we  struggled  anxiously  for  good  places,  and  pro¬ 
ceeded  to  the  other  side  with  much  circumstance, 
enjoying  ourselves  as  hard  as  possible.  Dicky 
said  he  never  had  such  a  good  time ;  but  that 
was  because  he  had  exhausted  Venice  and  his 
patience,  and  was  going  on  to  Verona  next  day. 

The  arbour  and  the  grass  and  the  street-car 
track  ended  sharply  and  all  together  at  a  raised 
wooden  walk  that  led  across  the  sand  to  a  pavilion 
hanging  over  the  Adriatic,  and  here  we  sat  and 
watched  other  Venetians  disporting  themselves  in 
the  water  below.  They  were  glorious  creatures, 
and  they  disported  themselves  nobly,  keeping  so 
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well  in  view  of  the  pavilion  and  such  a  steady 
eye  upon  the  spectators  that  poppa  had  an  im¬ 
pulsive  desire  to  feed  them  with  macaroons.  He 
decided  not  to  ;  you  never  could  tell,  he  said, 
what  might  be  considered  a  liberty  by  foreigners  ; 
but  he  had  a  hard  struggle  with  the  temptation, 
the  aquatic  accomplishments  we  saw  were  so 
deserving  of  reward.  I  had  the  misfortune  to  lose 
a  little  pink  rose  overboard,  as  it  were,  and  Dicky 
looked  seriously  annoyed  when  an  amphibious  young 
Venetian  caught  it  between  his  lips.  I  don’t 
know  why  ;  he  was  one  of  the  most  attractive  on 
view,  but  I  have  often  noticed  Turkish  tendencies 
in  Dicky  where  his  country-women  are  concerned. 
We  came  away  almost  immediately  after,  so  that 
rose  will  bloom  in  my  memory,  until  I  forget 
about  it,  among  romances  that  might  have  been. 

Strolling  back  we  bought  a  Venetian  secret  for 
a  sou  or  two,  a  beautiful  little  secret,  I  wonder 
who  first  found  it  out.  A  picturesque  and  fishy 
smelling  person  in  a  soft  felt  hat  sold  it  to  us — 
a  pair  of  tiny  dainty  dried  sea-horses,  “  mere  ”  and 
“ pere  ”  he  called  them.  And  there,  all  in  the  curving 
poise  of  their  little  heads  and  the  twist  of  their  little 
tails  was  revealed  half  the  art  of  Venice,  and  we  saw 
how  the  first  glass  worker  came  to  be  told  to  make 
a  sea-green  dragoon  climbing  over  an  amber-yellow 
bowl,  and  where  the  gondola  borrowed  its  grace. 
They  moved  us  to  unanimous  enthusiasm,  and  we 
utterly  refused  to  let  Dicky  put  one  in  his  button¬ 
hole. 

It  is  looking  back  upon  Venice,  too,  that  I  see 
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the  paternal  figure  of  the  Senator  nourishing  the 
people  with  octopuses.  This  may  seem  improbable, 
but  it  is  strictly  true.  They  were  small  octopuses, 
not  nearly  large  enough  to  kill  anybody  while  they 
were  alive,  though  boiled  and  pickled  they  looked 
very  deadly.  Pink  in  colour,  they  stood  in  a  barrel 
near  the  entrance,  I  remember,  of  Jesurum’s,  and 
attracted  the  Senator’s  inquiring  eye.  When  the 
guide  said  they  were  for  human  consumption  poppa 
looked  at  him  suspiciously  and  offered  him  one. 
He  ate  it  with  a  promptness  and  artistic  despatch 
that  fascinated  us  all,  gathering  it  up  by  its  limp 
long  legs  and  taking  bites  out  of  it,  as  if  it  were 
an  apple.  A  one-eyed  man  who  hooked  pausing 
gondolas  up  to  the  slippery  steps  offered  to  show 
how  it  should  be  done,  and  other  performers,  all 
skilled,  seemed  to  rise  from  the  stones  of  the 
pavement.  Poppa  invited  them  all,  by  pantomime, 
to  walk  up  and  have  an  octopus,  and  when  the 
crowd  began  to  gather  from  the  side  alleys,  and 
the  enthusiasm  grew  too  promiscuous,  he  bought 
the  barrel  outright  and  watched  the  carnival  from 
the  middle  of  the  canal.  He  often  speaks  of  his 
enjoyment  of  the  Venetian  octopus,  eaten  in  cold 
blood,  without  pepper,  salt,  or  vinegar  ;  and  the 
effect,  when  I  am  not  there,  is  awe-stricken. 

Next  morning  we  took  a  gondola  for  the  station, 
and  slipped  through  the  gold  and  opal  silence  of 
the  dawn  on  the  canals  away  from  Venice.  No 
one  was  up  but  the  sun,  who  did  as  he  liked  with 
the  facades  and  the  bridges  in  the  water,  and  made 
strange  lovelinesses  in  narrow  darkling  places,  and 
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showed  us  things  in  the  calli  that  we  did  not  know 
were  in  the  world.  The  Senator  was  really  de¬ 
pressing  until  he  gradually  lightened  his  spirits  by 
working  out  a  scheme  for  a  direct  line  of  steamships 
between  Venice  and  New  York,  to  be  based  on 
an  agreement  with  the  Venetian  municipality  as  to 
garments  of  legitimate  gaiety  for  the  gondoliers, 
the  re-nomination  of  an  annual  Doge,  who  should  be 
compelled  to  wear  his  robes  whenever  he  went  out 
of  doors,  and  the  yearly  resurrection  of  the  ancient 
ceremony  of  marrying  Venice  to  the  Adriatic, 
during  the  months  of  July  and  August,  when  the 
tide  of  tourist  traffic  sets  across  the  Atlantic. 
“  We  should  get  every  school  ma’am  in  the 
Union,  to  begin  with,”  said  poppa  confidently,  and 
by  the  time  we  reached  Verona  he  had  floated  the 
company,  launched  the  first  ship,  arrived  in  Venice 
with  full  orchestral  accompaniment,  and  dined  the 
imitation  Doge — if  he  couldn’t  get  Umberto  and 
Crispi — upon  clam  chowder  and  canvas-backs  to 
the  solemn  strains  of  Hail  Columbia  played  up 
and  down  the  Grand  Canal.  “If  it  could  be 
worked,”  said  poppa  as  we  descended  upon  the 
platform,  “  I’d  like  to  have  the  Pope  telephone 
us  a  blessing  on  the  banquet.” 


CHAPTER  XXI 


IT  was  the  middle  of  the  afternoon,  and  momma, 
having  spent  the  morning  among  the  tombs  of 
the  Scaligeri,  was  lying  down.  The  Scaligeri  some¬ 
how  had  got  on  her  nerves  ;  there  were  so  many  of 
them,  and  the  panoply  of  their  individual  bones  was 
so  imposing. 

“  Daughter,”  she  had  said  to  me  on  the  way  back 
to  the  hotel,  “  if  you  point  out  another  thing  to  me 
I’ll  slap  you.”  In  that  frame  of  mind  it  was  always 
best  to  let  momma  lie  down.  The  Senator  had 
letters  to  write  ;  I  think  he  wanted  to  communicate 
his  Venetian  steamship  idea  to  a  man  in  Minneapolis. 
Dicky  had  already  been  round  to  the  Hotel  di 
Londres — we  were  at  the  Colomba — and  had  found 
nothing,  so  when  he  asked  me  to  come  out  for  a 
walk  I  prepared  to  be  steeped  in  despondency.  An 
unsuccessful  love  affair  is  a  severe  test  of  friendship  ; 
but  I  went. 

It  was  as  I  expected.  Having  secured  a 
spectator  to  wreak  his  gloom  upon,  Mr  Dod  pro¬ 
ceeded  to  make  the  most  of  the  opportunity. 
He  put  his  hat  on  recklessly,  and  thrust  his 
hands  into  his  pa — his  trouser  pockets.  We  were 
in  a  strange  town,  but  he  fastened  his  eyes 
moodily  upon  the  pavement,  as  if  nothing  else 
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were  worth  considering.  As  we  strolled  into  the 
Piazza  Bra,  I  saw  him  gradually  and  furtively 
turn  up  his  coat-collar,  at  which  I  felt  obliged  to 
protest. 

“  Look  here,  Dicky,”  I  said,  “  unrequited  affection 
is,  doubtless,  very  trying,  but  you’re  too  much  of  an 
advertisement.  The  Veronese  are  beginning  to 
stare  at  you  ;  their  sorcerers  will  presently  follow 
you  about  with  their  patent  philters.  Reform 
your  personal  appearance,  or  here,  at  the  foot  of 
this  statue  of  Victor  Emmanuel,  I  leave  you  to 
your  fate.” 

Dicky  reformed  it,  but  with  an  air  of  patience 
under  persecution  which  I  found  hard  to  bear.  “  I 
don’t  know  your  authority  for  calling  it  unrequited,” 
he  said,  with  dignity. 

“  All  right — undelivered,”  I  replied.  “  That  is 
a  noble  statue — you  can’t  contradict  the  guide¬ 
book.  By  Borghi.” 

“  Victor  Emmanuel,  is  it  ?  Then  it  isn’t  Garibaldi. 
You  don’t  have  to  travel  much  in  Italy  to  know  it’s 
got  to  be  either  one  or  the  other.  What  they  like 
is  to  have  both,”  said  Mr  Dod,  with  unnecessary 
bitterness.  “  I’d  enjoy  something  fresh  in  statues 
myself.”  Then,  with  an  imperfectly-concealed  alert¬ 
ness,  “  There  seems  to  be  something  going  on  over 
there,”  he  added. 

We  could  see  nothing  but  an  arched  door  in  a 
high,  curving  wall,  and  a  stream  of  people  trick¬ 
ling  in.  “  Probably  only  one  of  their  eternal 
Latin  church  services,”  continued  Dicky.  “  It’s 
about  the  only  form  of  public  entertainment  you 
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can  depend  on  in  this  country.  But  we  might 
as  well  have  a  look  in.”  He  went  on  to  say, 
as  we  crossed  the  dusty  road,  that  my  unsym¬ 
pathetic  attitude  was  enough  to  drive  anybody 
to  the  Church  of  Rome,  even  in  the  middle  of 
the  afternoon. 

But  we  perceived  at  once  that  it  was  not  the 
Church  of  Rome,  or  any  other  church.  There  was 
more  than  one  arched  entrance,  and  a  man  in  each, 
to  whom  people  paid  a  lira  apiece  for  admission,  and 
when  we  followed  them  in  we  found  our  feet  still 
upon  the  ground,  and  ourselves  among  a  forest  of 
solid  buttresses  and  props.  The  number  XV.  was 
cut  deep  over  the  door  we  came  in  by,  and  the  props 
had  the  air  of  centuries  of  patience.  A  wave  of 
sound  seemed  to  sweep  round  in  a  circle  inside  and 
spend  itself  about  us,  of  faint  multitudinous  clap¬ 
pings.  Conviction  descended  upon  us  suddenly,  and 
as  we  stumbled  after  the  others  we  shared  one  classic 
moment  of  anticipation,  hurrying  and  curious  in 
1895  as  the  Romans  hurried  and  were  curious  in 
1 1  o,  a  little  late  for  the  show  in  the  Arena.  They 
were  all  there  before  us,  they  had  taken  the  best 
places,  and  sat,  as  we  emerged  in  our  astonishment, 
tier  above  tier  to  the  row  where  the  wall  stopped 
and  the  sky  began,  intent,  enthusiastic.  The  wall 
threw  a  new  moon  of  shadow  on  the  west,  and  there 
the  sun  struck  down  sharply  and  made  splendid  the 
dyes  in  the  women’s  clothes,  and  turned  the  Italian 
soldier’s  buttons  into  flaming  jewels.  And  again,  as 
we  stared,  the  applause  went  round  and  up,  from  the 
yellow  sand  below  to  the  blue  sky  above,  and  when 


A  VOYAGE  OF  CONSOLATION  249 


we  looked  bewildered  down  into  the  Arena  for  the 
victorious  gladiator,  and  saw  a  tumbling  clown  with 
a  painted  face  instead,  the  illusion  was  only  half 
destroyed.  We  climbed  and  struggled  for  better 
places,  treading,  I  fear,  in  our  absorption  on  a 
great  many  Veronese  toes.  Dicky  said  when  we 
got  them  that  you  had  to  remember  that  the  seats 
were  Roman  in  order  to  appreciate  them,  they  were 
such  very  cold  stone,  and  they  sloped  from  back  to 
front,  for  the  purpose,  as  we  found  out  afterward 
from  the  guide-book,  of  letting  off  the  rain  water. 
We  were  glad  to  understand  it,  but  Dicky  declared 
that  no  explanation  would  induce  him  to  take  a 
season  ticket  for  the  Arena,  it  was  too  destitute  of 
modern  improvements.  It  was  something,  though, 
to  sit  there  watching,  with  the  ranged  multitude, 
a  show  in  a  Roman  Amphitheatre — one  could 
imagine  things,  lictors  and  sediles,  senators  and 
centurions.  It  only  required  the  substitution  of 
togas  and  girdled  robes  for  trousers  and  petticoats, 
and  a  purple  awning  for  the  emperor,  and  a  brass- 
plated  body-guard  with  long  spears  and  hairy 
arms  and  legs,  and  a  few  details  like  that.  If 
one  half  closed  one’s  eyes  it  was  hardly  necessary 
to  imagine.  I  was  half  closing  my  eyes,  and 
wondering  whether  they  had  Vestal  Virgins  at 
this  particular  amphitheatre,  and  trying  to  re¬ 
member  whether  they  would  turn  their  thumbs  up 
or  down  when  they  wished  the  clown  to  be  destroyed, 
when  Dicky  grew  suddenly  pale  and  sprang  to  his 
feet. 

“  I  was  afraid  it  might  give  one  a  chill,”  I  said, 
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“  but  it  is  very  picturesque.  I  suppose  the  ancient 
Romans  brought  cushions.” 

Mr  Dod  did  not  appear  to  hear  me. 

“In  the  third  row  below,”  he  exclaimed,  blushing 
joyfully,  “  the  sixth  from  this  end — do  you  see  ? 
“Yellow  bun  under  a  floral  hat — Isabel !  ” 

“  A  yellow  bun  under  a  floral  hat,”  I  re¬ 
peated,  “  that  would  be  Isabel,  if  you  add  a 
good  complexion  and  a  look  of  deportment. 
Yes,  now  I  see  her.  Mrs  Portheris  on  one  side, 
Mr  Mafferton  on  the  other.  What  do  you  want 
to  do  ?  ” 

“  Assassinate  Mafferton,”  said  Dicky.  “  Does 
it  look  to  you  as  if  he  had  been  getting  there 
at  all.” 

“  So  far  as  one  can  see  from  behind  I  should 
say  he  has  made  some  progress,  but  I  don’t  think, 
Dicky,  that  he  has  arrived.  He  is  constitutionally 
slow,”  I  added,  “  about  arriving.” 

At  that  moment  the  party  rose.  Without  a 
word  we,  too,  got  on  our  feet  and  automatically 
followed,  Dicky  treading  the  reserved  seats  of  the 
court  of  Berengarius  as  if  they  had  been  the  back 
rows  of  a  Bowery  theatre.  The  classics  were 
wholly  obscured  for  him  by  a  floral  hat  and  a 
yellow  bun.  I,  too,  abandoned  my  speculations 
cheerfully,  for  I  expected  Mrs  Portheris,  confronted 
with  Dicky,  to  be  more  entertaining  than  any 
gladiator. 

We  came  up  with  them  at  the  exit,  and  that 
august  lady,  as  we  approached,  to  our  astonishment, 
greeted  us  with  effusion. 


A  VOYAGE  OF  CONSOLATION  251 


“We  thought,”  she  declared,  “  that  we  had  lost 
you  altogether.  This  is  quite  delightful.  Now  we 
must  reunite  !  ”  Dicky  was  certainly  included.  It 
was  extraordinary.  “  And  your  dear  father  and 
mother,”  went  on  Mrs  Portheris,  “  I  am  longing  to 
hear  their  experiences  since  we  parted.  Where 
are  you  ?  The  Colomba  ?  Why  what  a  coin¬ 
cidence  !  We  are  there,  too !  How  small  the 
world  is  !  ” 

“Then  you  have  only  just  arrived,”  said  Mr  Dod 
to  Miss  Portheris,  who  had  turned  away  her  head, 
and  was  regarding  the  distant  mountains. 

“  Yes  ” 

“  By  the  1 1.30  p.m.  ?  ” 

“  No.  By  the  2.30  p.m.” 

“  Had  you  a  pleasant  journey  up  from  Naples  ?  ” 

“It  was  rather  dusty.” 

I  saw  that  something  quite  awful  was  going  on 
and  conversed  volubly  with  Mrs  Portheris  and  Mr 
Mafferton  to  give  Dicky  a  chance,  but  in  a  moment 
I,  too,  felt  a  refrigerating  influence  proceeding  from 
the  floral  hat  and  the  bun  for  which  I  could  not 
account. 

“  Where  have  you  been  ?  ”  inquired  Dicky,  “  if  I 
may  ask.” 

“  At  Vallombrosa.” 

There  was  also  a  parasol  and  it  twisted  in¬ 
differently. 

“  Ah — among  the  leaves  !  And  were  they  as 
thick  as  William  says  they  are?” 

“  I  don’t  understand  you.”  And,  indeed,  this 
levity  assorted  incomprehensibly  with  the  black 
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despair  that  sat  on  Dicky’s  countenance.  It  was 
really  very  painful  in  spite  of  Mrs  Portheris’s  un¬ 
usual  humanity  and  Mr  Mafferton’s  obvious  though 
embarrassed  joy,  and  as  Mrs  Portheris’s  cab  drove 
up  at  the  moment  I  made  a  tentative  attempt  to 
bring  the  interview  to  a  close.  “Mr  Dod  and  I  are 
walking,”  I  said. 

“  Ah,  these  little  strolls  !  ”  exclaimed  Mrs  Portheris, 
with  benignant  humour.  “  I  suppose  we  must 
condone  them  now !  ”  and  she  waved  her  hand, 
rolling  away,  as  if  she  gave  us  a  British  matron’s 
blessing. 

“  O,  don’t !  ”  I  cried.  “  Don’t  condone  them — 
you  mustn’t !  ”  But  my  words  fell  short  in  a  cloud 
of  dust,  and  even  Dicky,  wrapt  in  his  tragedy,  failed 
to  receive  an  impression  frQm  them. 

“  How,”  he  demanded  passionately,  “  do  you 
account  for  it  ?  ” 

“  Account  for  what  ?  ”  I  shuffled. 

“  The  size  of  her  head — the  frost — the  whole 
bally  conversation  !  ”  propounded  Dicky,  with  tears 
in  his  eyes. 

I  have  really  a  great  deal  of  feeling,  and  I  did 
not  rebuke  these  terms.  Besides,  I  could  see  only 
one  way  out  of  it,  and  I  was  occupied  with  the  best 
terms  in  which  to  present  it  to  Dicky.  So  I  said  I 
didn’t  know,  and  reflected. 

“  She  isn’t  the  same  girl !  ”  he  groaned. 

“  Men  are  always  talking  in  the  funny  columns 
of  the  newspapers,”  I  remarked  absently,  “  about 
how  much  better  they  can  throw  a  stone  and  sharpen 
a  pencil  than  we  can.” 
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Mr  Dod  looked  injured.  “  Oh,  well,”  he  said,  “  if 
you  prefer  to  talk  about  something  else - ” 

“  But  they  can’t  see  into  a  sentimental  situation 
any  further  than  into  a  board  fence,”  I  continued, 
serenely.  “  My  dear  Dick,  Isabel  thinks  you’re 
engaged.  So  does  her  mamma.  So  does  Mr 
Mafferton.” 

“  Who  to  ?  ”  exclaimed  Mr  Dod,  in  ungrammatical 
amazement. 

I  looked  at  him  reproachfully.  “  Don’t  be  such 
an  owl  !  ”  I  said. 

Light  streamed  in  upon  Dicky’s  mind.  “To 
you  !  ”  he  exclaimed.  “  Great  Scott !  ” 

“  Preposterous,  isn’t  it  ?  ”  I  said. 

“I  should  ejaculate!  Well,  no,  I  mean — I  shouldn’t 
ejaculate,  but — oh,  you  know  what  I  mean - ” 

“  I  do,”  I  said.  “  Don’t  apologise.” 

“  What  in  my  aunt’s  wardrobe  do  they  think  that 
for  ?  ” 

“  You  left  their  party  and  joined  ours  rather 
abruptly  at  Pompeii,”  I  said. 

“  Had  to  !  ” 

“  Isabel  didn’t  know  you  had  to.  If  she  tried 
to  find  out,  I  fancy  she  was  told  little  girls  shouldn’t 
ask  questions.  It  was  Lot’s  wife  who  really  came 
between  you,  but  Isabel  wouldn’t  have  been  jealous 
of  Lot’s  wife.” 

“  I  suppose  not,”  said  Dicky  doubtfully. 

“  Do  you  remember  meeting  the  Misses  Bingham 
in  the  Ufizzi?  and  telling  them  you  were  going  to 
be - ” 


“  That’s  so.” 
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“  You  didn’t  give  them  enough  details.  And 
they  told  me  they  were  going  to  Vallombrosa. 
And  when  Miss  Cora  said  good-bye  to  me  she  told 
me  you  were  a  dear  or  something.” 

“  Why  didn’t  you  say  I  wasn’t  ?  ” 

“  Dicky,  if  you  are  going  to  assume  that  it  was 
my  fault - ” 

“  Only  one  decent  hotel — hardly  anybody  in  it — 
foregathered  with  old  lady  Portheris — told  every 
mortal  thing  they  knew !  Oh,”  groaned  Dicky. 
“  Why  was  an  old  maid  ever  born  !  ” 

“  She  never  was,”  I  couldn’t  help  saying,  but  I 
might  as  well  not  have  said  it.  Dicky  was  rapidly 
formulating  his  plan  of  action. 

“  I’ll  tell  her  straight  out,  after  dinner,”  he 
concluded,  “  and  her  mother  too,  if  I  get  a 
chance.” 

“  Do  you  know  what  will  happen  ?  ”  I  asked. 

“You  never  know  what  will  happen,”  replied 
Dicky  blushing. 

“  Mrs  and  Miss  Portheris  and  Mr  Mafferton  will 
leave  the  hotel  Colomba  for  parts  unknown,  by  the 
earliest  train  to-morrow  morning.” 

“  But  Mrs  Portheris  declares  that  we’re  to  be  a 
happy  family,  for  the  rest  of  the  trip.” 

“  Under  the  impression  that  you  are  disposed  of, 
an  impression  that  might  be  allowed  to - ” 

“  My  heart,”  said  Dicky  impulsively,  “  may  be 
otherwise  engaged,  but  my  alleged  mind  is  yours  for 
ever.  Mamie,  you  have  a  great  head.” 

“  Thanks,”  I  said.  “  I  would  certainly  tell  the 
truth  to  Isabel,  as  a  secret,  but - ” 
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“Mamie,  we  cut  our  teeth  on  the  same - ” 

“  Horrid  of  you  to  refer  to  it.” 

“  It’s  such  a  tremendous  favour  !  ” 

“  It  is.” 

“  But  since  you’re  in  it,  you  know,  already — 
and  it’s  so  very  temporary — and  I’ll  be  as  good  as 
gold - ” 

“You’d  better!”  I  exclaimed.  And  so  it  was 
settled  that  the  fiction  of  Dicky’s  and  my  engage¬ 
ment  should  be  permitted  to  continue  to  any  extent 
that  seemed  necessary  until  Mr  Dod  should  be  able 
to  persuade  Miss  Portheris  to  fly  with  him  across 
the  Channel  and  be  married  at  a  Dover  Registry 
office.  We  arranged  everything  with  great  pre¬ 
cision,  and,  if  necessary,  I  was  to  fly  too,  to  make  it 
a  little  more  proper.  We  were  both  somewhat 
doubtful  about  the  necessity  of  a  bridesmaid  in  a 
registry  office,  but  we  agreed  that  such  a  thing 
would  go  a  long  way  towards  persuading  Isabel  to 
enter  it. 

When  we  arrived  at  the  hotel  we  found  Mrs 
Portheris  and  Mr  Mafferton  affectionately  having 
tea  with  my  parents.  Isabel  had  gone  to  bed  with 
a  headache,  but  Dicky,  notwithstanding,  displayed 
the  most  unfeeling  spirits.  He  drove  us  all  finally 
to  see  the  tomb  of  Juliet  in  the  Vicolo  Franceschini, 
and  it  was  before  that  uninspiring  stone  trough  full 
of  visiting  cards,  behind  a  bowling-green  of  suburban 
patronage,  that  I  heard  him,  on  general  grounds 
of  expediency,  make  contrite  advances  to  Mrs 
Portheris. 

“  I  think  I  ought  to  tell  you,”  he  said,  “  that 
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my  views  have  undergone  a  change  since  I  saw 
you.” 

Mrs  Portheris  fixed  her  pince  nez  upon  him  in 
suspicious  inquiry. 

“  I  can  even  swallow  the  whale  now,”  he  faltered, 
“  like  Jonah.” 


CHAPTER  XXII 


AFTER  two  days  of  the  most  humid  civility 
Mrs  Portheris  had  brought  momma  round. 
It  was  not  an  easy  process,  momma  had  such  a  way 
of  fanning  herself  and  regarding  distant  objects ; 
and  Dicky  and  I  observed  its  difficulties  with  great 
satisfaction,  for  a  family  matter  would  be  the  last 
thing  anybody  would  venture  to  discuss  with 
momma  under  such  circumstances,  and  we  very 
much  preferred  that  Mrs  Portheris’s  overflowing 
congratulations  should  be  chilled  off  as  long  as 
possible.  Dicky  was  for  taking  my  parents  into 
our  confidence  as  a  measure  of  preparation,  but 
with  poppa’s  commands  upon  me  with  regard  to 
Arthur,  I  felt  a  delicacy  as  to  the  subject  of 
engagements  generally.  Besides,  one  never  can 
tell  whether  one’s  poppa  and  momma  would  back 
one  up  in  a  thing  like  that. 

I  never  could  quite  understand  Mrs  Portheris’s 
increasingly  good  opinion  of  us  at  this  point.  The 
Senator  declared  that  it  was  because  some  American 
shares  of  hers  had  gone  up  in  the  market,  but  that 
struck  momma  and  me  as  somewhat  too  general  in 
its  application.  I  preferred  to  attribute  it  to  the 
Senator’s  Tariff  Bill.  Mr  Mafferton  brought  us  the 
Times  one  evening  in  Verona,  and  pointed  out  with 
solemn  congratulation  that  the  name  of  J.  P.  Wick 

p  357 
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was  mentioned  four  times  in  the  course  of  its  leading 
article.  That  journal  even  said  in  effect  that,  if  it 
were  not  for  the  faithfully  sustained  anti-humorous 
character  which  had  established  it  for  so  many 
generations  in  the  approbation  of  the  British  public, 
it  would  go  so  far  as  to  call  the  contemplated 
measure  “  Wicked  legislation.”  Mr  Mafferton  could 
not  understand  why  poppa  had  no  desire  to  cut  out 
the  article.  He  said  there  was  something  so  in¬ 
teresting  about  seeing  one’s  name  in  print — he 
always  did  it.  I  was  very  curious  to  see  instances 
of  Mr  Mafferton’s  name  in  print,  and  finally  induced 
him  to  show  them  to  me.  They  were  mainly 
advertisements  for  lost  dogs — “  Apply  to  the  Hon. 
Charles  Mafferton,”  and  the  reward  was  very  con¬ 
siderable. 

But  this  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  way  the  plot 
thickened  on  the  Lake  of  Como.  I  was  watching 
Bellagio  slip  past  among  the  trees  on  the  left  shore 
and  wondering  whether  we  could  hear  the  nightin¬ 
gales  if  it  were  not  for  the  steamer’s  engines — which 
was  particularly  unlikely  as  it  was  the  middle  of  the 
afternoon — and  thinking  about  the  trifles  that  would 
sometimes  divide  lives  plainly  intended  to  mingle. 
Mere  enunciation,  for  example,  was  a  thing  one 
could  so  soon  become  reaccustomed  to  ;  already 
momma  had  ceased  to  congratulate  me  on  my 
broad  a’s,  and  I  could  not  help  the  inference  that 
my  conversation  was  again  unobtrusively  Chicagoan. 
It  was  frustrating,  too,  that  I  had  no  way  of  finding 
out  how  much  poppa  knew,  and  extremely  irritating 
to  think  that  he  knew  anything.  He  was  sitting 
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near  me  as  I  mused,  immersed  in  the  American 
mail,  while  momma  and  his  aunt  Caroline  insensibly 
glided  towards  intimacy  again  on  two  wicker  chairs 
close  by.  Mr  Mafferton  was  counting  the  luggage 
somewhere  ;  he  was  never  happy  on  a  steamer  until 
he  had  done  that  ;  and  Isabel  was  being  fervently 
apologised  to  by  Dicky  on  the  other  side  of  the 
deck.  I  hoped  she  was  taking  it  in  the  proper 
spirit.  I  had  the  terms  all  ready  in  which  I  should 
accept  an  apology,  if  it  were  ever  offered  to  me. 

“  Now,  I  must  not  put  off  any  longer  telling  you 
how  delighted  I  am  at  your  dear  Mamie’s  re-engage¬ 
ment.” 

The  statement  reached  us  all,  though  it  was 
intended  for  momma  only.  Even  Mrs  Portheris’s 
more  amiable  accents  had  a  quality  which  penetrated 
far,  with  a  suggestion  of  whiskers.  I  looked  again 
languidly  at  Bellagio,  but  not  until  I  had  observed  a 
rapid  glance  between  my  parents,  recommending 
each  other  not  to  be  taken  by  surprise. 

“  Has  she  confided  in  you  ?  ”  inquired  momma. 

“  No — no.  I  heard  it  in  a  roundabout  way. 
You  must  be  very  pleased,  dear  Augusta.  Such 
an  advantage  that  they  have  known  each  other 
all  their  lives  !  ” 

Poppa  looked  guardedly  round  at  me,  but  by  this 
time  I  was  asleep  in  my  camp  chair,  the  air  was  so 
balmily  cool  after  our  hot  rattle  to  Como. 

“  How  did  you  hear  ?  ”  he  demanded,  coming 
straight  to  the  point,  while  momma  struggled  after 
tentative  uncertainties. 

“  Oh,  a  little  bird,  a  little  bird — who  had  it  from 
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them  both  !  And  much  better,  I  said  when  I  heard 
it,  that  she  should  marry  one  of  her  own  country- 
people.  American  girls  nowadays  will  so  often  be 
content  with  nothing  less  than  an  Englishman  !  ” 

“  So  far  as  that  goes,”  said  the  Senator  crisply, 
“  we  never  buy  anything  we  haven’t  a  use  for, 
simply  because  it’s  cheap.  But  I  don’t  mind 
telling  you  that  my  daughter’s  re-engagement,  on 
the  old  American  lines,  is  a  thing  I’ve  been  wanting 
to  happen  for  some  time.” 

“  And  there  are  some  really  excellent  points 
about  Mr  Dod.  We  must  remember  that  he  is 
still  very  young.  He  has  plenty  of  time  to  repair 
his  fortunes.  Of  one  thing  we  may  be  sure,”  con¬ 
tinued  Mrs  Portheris  magnanimously,  “  he  will  make 
her  a  very  kind  husband.” 

At  this  I  opened  my  eyes  inadvertently — nobody 
could  help  it — and  saw  the  barometrical  change  in 
poppa’s  countenance.  It  went  down  twenty  degrees 
with  a  run,  and  wore  all  the  disgust  of  an  hon. 
gentleman  who  has  jumped  to  conclusions,  and  found 
nothing  to  stand  on. 

“  Oh,  you’re  away  off  there,  Aunt  Caroline,”  he 
said  with  some  annoyance.  “  Better  sell  your  little 
bird  and  buy  a  telephone.  Richard  Dod  is  no  more 
engaged  to  our  daughter  than  the  man  in  the  moon.” 

“  Well,  I  should  say  not !  ”  exclaimed  momma. 

“  I  have  it  on  the  best  authority,”  insisted  Mrs 
Portheris  blandly.  “You  American  parents  are  so 
seldom  consulted  in  these  matters.  Perhaps  the 
young  people  have  not  told  you.” 

This  was  a  nasty  one  for  both  the  family  and  the 
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Republic,  and  I  heard  the  Senator’s  rejoinder  with 
satisfaction. 

“We  don’t  consider,  in  the  United  States,  that 
we’re  the  natural  bullies  of  our  children  because  we 
happen  to  be  a  little  older  than  they  are,”  he  said, 
“  but  for  all  that  we’re  not  in  the  habit  of  hearing 
much  news  about  them  from  outsiders.  I’ll  have  to 
get  you  to  promise  not  to  go  spreading  such  non¬ 
sense  around,  Aunt  Caroline.” 

“  Oh,  of  course,  if  you  say  so,  but  I  should  be 
better  satisfied  if  she  denied  it  herself,”  said  Mrs 
Portheris  with  suavity.  “  My  information  was  so 
very  exact.” 

I  had  slumbered  again,  but  it  did  not  avail  me. 
I  heard  the  American  mail  dispersing  itself  about 
the  deck  in  all  directions  as  the  Senator  rose,  strode 
towards  my  chair,  and  shook  me  much  more  vigorously 
than  there  was  any  necessity  for. 

“  Here’s  Aunt  Caroline,”  he  said,  “  wanting  us  to 
believe  that  you  and  Dicky  Dod  are  engaged — you 
two  that  have  quarrelled  as  naturally  as  brother  and 
sister  ever  since  you  were  born.  I  guess  you  can 
tell  her  whether  it’s  very  likely  !  ” 

I  yawned,  to  gain  time,  but  the  widest  yawn  will 
not  cover  more  than  two  seconds. 

“  What  an  extraordinary  question  !  ”  I  said.  It 
sounds  weak,  but  that  was  the  way  one  felt. 

“  Don’t  prevaricate,  Mamie,  love,”  said  Mrs  Por¬ 
theris  sternly. 

“I’m  not — I  don’t.  But  n-nothing  of  the  kind  is 
announced,  is  it  ?  ”  I  was  growing  nervous  under 
the  Senatorial  eye. 
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“  Nothing  of  the  kind  exists ,”  said  poppa,  the 
Doge  all  over,  except  his  umbrella.  “  Does  it  ?  ” 

“  Why,  no,”  I  said.  “  Dicky  and  I  aren’t  engaged. 
But  we  have  an  understanding.” 

I  was  extremely  sorry.  Mrs  Portheris  was  so 
triumphant,  and  poppa  allowed  his  irritation  to  get 
so  much  the  better  of  him. 

“  Oh,”  he  said,  “  you’ve  got  an  understanding ! 
Well,  you’ve  been  too  intelligent,  darned  if  you 
haven’t !  ”  The  Senator  pulled  his  beard  in  his 
most  uncompromising  manner.  “  Now  you  can 
understand  something  more.  I’m  not  going  to 
have  it.  You  haven’t  got  my  consent,  and  you’re 
not  going  to  get  it.” 

“  But,  my  dear  nephew,  the  match  is  so  suitable  in 
every  respect  !  Surely  you  would  not  stand  in  the 
way  of  a  daughter’s  happiness  when  both  character 
and  position — position  in  Chicago,  of  course,  but  still 
— are  assured  !  ” 

Poppa  paused,  uncertain  for  an  instant  whether  to 
turn  his  wrath  upon  his  aunt,  and  that,  of  course, 
was  my  opportunity  to  plead  with  my  angry  parent. 
But  the  knowledge  that  the  hopes  which  poppa  was 
reducing  to  dust  and  ashes  were  fervently  fixed  on 
a  floral  hat  and  a  yellow  bun,  over  which  he  had  no 
control,  on  the  other  side  of  the  ship,  overcame  me, 
and  I  looked  at  Bellagio  to  hide  my  emotions  instead, 
in  a  way  which  they  might  interpret  as  obstinate,  if 
they  liked. 

“  Aunt  Caroline,”  said  the  Senator  firmly,  “  I’ll 
thank  you  to  keep  your  spoon  out  of  the  preserves. 
My  daughter  knows  where  I  have  given  her  hand, 
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and  that’s  the  direction  she’s  going  with  her  feet. 
Mary,  I  may  as  well  inform  you  that  the  details  of 
your  wedding  are  being  arranged  in  Chicago  this 
minute.  It  will  take  place  within  three  weeks  of 
our  arrival,  and  it  won’t  be  any  slump.  But  Richard 
Dod  might  as  well  be  told  right  now  that  he  won’t 
be  in  it,  unless  in  the  capacity  of  usher.  As  I  don’t 
contemplate  breaking  up  this  party,  and  making 
things  disagreeable  all  round,  you’ll  have  to  tell  him 
yourself.  We  sail  from  Liverpool  ” — poppa  looked 
at  his  watch  ” — precisely  one  week  and  four  hours 
from  now,  and  if  Mr  Dod  has  not  agreed  to  the 
conditions  I  mention  by  that  time,  we  will  leave  him 
upon  the  shore.  That’s  all  I  have  to  say,  and  be¬ 
tween  now  and  then  I  don’t  expect  you  or  anybody 
else  to  have  the  nerve  to  mention  the  matter  to 
me  again.” 

After  that  it  was  impossible  to  wink  at  poppa,  or 
in  any  way  to  give  him  the  assurance  that  my  regard 
for  him  was  unimpaired.  There  are  things  that  can’t 
be  passed  over  with  a  smile  in  one’s  poppa  without 
doing  him  harm,  and  this  was  one  of  them.  It  was 
a  regular  manifesto,  and  I  felt  exactly  like  Lord 
Salisbury.  I  couldn’t  take  him  seriously,  and  yet  I 
had  to  tell  him  to  come  on,  if  he  wanted  to,  and 
devote  his  spare  time  to  learning  the  language  of 
diplomacy.  So  I  merely  bowed  with  what  magni¬ 
ficence  I  could  command  and  filed  it,  so  to  speak  ; 
and  walked  to  the  other  side  of  the  deck,  leaving 
poppa  to  his  conscience  and  momma  and  his  Aunt 
Caroline.  I  left  him  with  confidence,  not  knowing 
which  would  give  him  the  worst  time.  Mrs  Portheris 
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began  it,  before  I  was  out  of  earshot.  “  For  an 
American  parent,”  she  said  blandly,  “  it  strikes  me, 
Joshua,  that  you  are  a  little  severe” 

I  found  Mr  Mafferton  interfering,  as  I  expected, 
with  Dicky  and  Isabel  in  their  appreciation  of  the 
west  shore.  He  was  pointing  out  the  Villa  Carlotta 
at  Caddenabbia,  and  explaining  the  beauties  of  the 
sculptures  there  and  dwelling  on  the  tone  of  blue  in 
the  immediate  Alps  and  reminding  them  that  the 
elder  Pliny  once  picked  wild  flowers  on  these  banks, 
and  generally  making  himself  the  intelligent  nuisance 
that  nature  intended  him  to  be.  In  spite  of  it 
Isabel  was  radiant.  She  said  a  number  of  things 
with  the  greatest  ease  ;  one  saw  that  language,  after 
all,  was  not  difficult  to  her,  she  only  wanted  practice 
and  an  untroubled  mind.  I  looked  at  Dicky  and 
saw  that  a  weight  had  been  removed  from  his,  and 
it  was  impossible  to  avoid  the  conclusion  that  peace 
and  satisfaction  in  this  life  would  date  for  these  two, 
if  all  went  well  for  the  next  few  days,  from  the  Lake 
of  Como.  But  all  could  not  be  relied  upon  to  go 
well  so  long  as  Mr  Mafferton  hovered,  quoting 
Claudian  on  the  mulberry  tree,  upon  the  brink  of  a 
proposal,  so  I  took  him  away  to  translate  his  quota¬ 
tion  for  me  in  the  stern,  which  naturally  suggested 
the  past  and  its  emotions.  We  could  now  refer 
quite  sympathetically  to  the  altogether  irretrievable 
and  gone  by,  and  Mr  Mafferton  was  able  to  mention 
Lady  Torquilan  without  any  trace  of  his  air  that 
she  was  a  person,  poor  dear,  that  brought  embarrass¬ 
ment  with  her.  Indeed  I  sometimes  thought  he 
dragged  her  in.  I  asked  him,  in  appropriate  phrases 
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of  course,  whether  he  had  decided  to  accept  Mrs 
Portheris’s  daughter,  and  he  fixed  mournful  eyes 
upon  me  and  said  he  thought  he  had,  almost.  The 
news  of  my  engagement  to  Mr  Dod  had  apparently 
done  much  to  bring  him  to  a  conclusion  ;  he  said  it 
pointed  so  definitely  to  the  unlikelihood  of  his  ever 
being  able  to  find  a  more  stimulating  companion 
than  Miss  Portheris,  with  all  her  charms,  was  likely 
to  prove.  It  was  difficult,  of  course,  to  see  the 
connection,  but  I  could  not  help  confiding  to  Mr 
Mafferton,  as  a  secret,  that  there  was  hardly  any 
chance  of  my  union  with  Dicky — after  what  poppa 
had  said.  When  I  assured  him  that  I  had  no  inten¬ 
tion  whatever  of  disobeying  my  parent  in  a  matter 
of  which  he  was  so  much  better  qualified  to  be  a 
judge  than  I,  it  was  impossible  not  to  see  Mr 
Mafferton’s  good  opinion  of  me  rising  in  his  face. 
He  said  he  could  not  help  sympathising  with  the 
paternal  view,  but  that  was  all  he  would  say  ;  he 
refrained  magnificently  from  abusing  Dicky.  And 
we  parted  mutually  more  deeply  convinced  than 
ever  of  the  undesirability  of  doing  anything  rash  in 
the  all  important  direction  we  had  been  discussing. 

As  we  disembarked  at  Colico  to  take  the  train  for 
Chiavenna,  Mrs  Portheris,  after  seeing  that  Mr 
Mafferton  was  collecting  the  portmanteaux,  gave  me 
a  word  of  comfort  and  of  admonition.  “  Take  my 
advice,  my  child,”  she  said,  “  and  be  faithful  to  poor 
dear  Richard.  Your  father  must,  in  the  end,  give 
way.  I  shall  keep  at  him  in  your  interests.  When 
you  left  us  this  afternoon,”  continued  the  lady 
mysteriously,  “  he  immediately  took  out  his  fountain 
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pen  and  wrote  a  letter.  It  was  directed — I  saw 
that  much — to  a  Mr  Arthur  Page.  Is  he  the 
creature  who  is  to  be  forced  upon  you,  my  child  ?  ” 
Mrs  Portheris  in  the  sentimental  view  was  really 
affecting. 

“  I  think  it  very  likely,”  I  said  calmly,  “  but  I  have 
promised  to  be  faithful  to  Richard,  Mrs  Portheris, 
and  I  will.” 

But  I  really  felt  a  little  nervous. 


CHAPTER  XXIII 


THE  instant  we  saw  the  diligence  momma 
declared  that  if  she  had  to  sit  anywhere  but 
in  the  middle  of  it  she  would  remain  in  Chiavenna 
until  next  day.  Mrs  Portheris  was  of  the  same 
mind.  She  said  that  even  the  interieiir  would  be 
dangerous  enough  going  down  hill,  but  if  the 
Senator  would  sit  there  too  she  would  try  not  to  be 
nervous.  The  coupe  was  terrifying — one  saw  every¬ 
thing  the  poor  dear  horses  did — and  as  to  the 
banquette  she  could  imagine  herself  flying  out  of  it, 
if  we  so  much  as  went  over  a  stone.  As  a  party  we 
were  strangers  to  the  diligence  ;  we  had  all  the 
curiosity  and  hesitation  about  it,  as  Dicky  remarked, 
of  the  animals  when  Noah  introduced  them  to  the 
Ark.  I  asked  Dicky  to  describe  the  diligence  for 
the  purpose  of  this  volume,  thinking  that  it  might, 
here  and  there,  have  a  reader  who  had  never  seen 
one,  and  he  said  that,  as  soon  as  he  had  made  up 
his  mind  whether  it  was  most  like  a  triumphal 
chariot  in  a  circus  procession  or  a  boudoir  car  in  an 
ambulance,  he  would  ;  but  then  his  eyes  wandered 
to  Isabel,  who  was  pinker  than  ever  in  the  mountain 
air,  and  his  reasoning  faculties  left  him.  A  small 
German  with  a  very  red  nose,  most  incoherent  in 
his  apparel — he  might  have  been  a  Baron  or  again 
a  hairdresser — already  occupied  one  of  the  seats  in 
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the  inttrieur,  so  after  our  elders  had  been  safely 
deposited  beside  him  the  banquette  and  the  coupe 
were  left,  as  Mrs  Portheris  said,  to  the  adventurous 
young  people.  Dicky  and  I  had  conspired,  for  the 
sustained  effect  on  Mrs  Portheris,  to  sit  in  the 
banquette ,  while  Isabel  was  to  suffer  Mr  Mafferton 
in  the  coupe- — an  arrangement  which  her  mother 
viewed  with  entire  complacency.  “  After  all,”  said 
Mrs  Portheris  to  momma,  “  we’re  not  in  Hyde  Park 
— and  young  people  will  be  young  people.”  We  had 
not  counted,  however,  with  the  Senator,  who  suddenly 
realised,  as  Dicky  was  handing  me  up,  that  it  was 
his  business,  in  the  capacity  of  Doge,  to  interfere. 
It  is  to  his  credit  that  he  found  it  embarrassing,  on 
account  of  his  natural,  almost  paternal,  dislike  to 
make  things  unpleasant  for  Dicky.  He  assumed  a 
sternly  impenetrable  expression,  thought  about  it  for 
a  moment,  and  then  approached  Mr  Mafferton. 

“  I’d  be  obliged  to  you,”  he  said,  “  if  you  could 
arrange,  without  putting  yourself  out  any,  to  change 
places  with  young  Dod,  there,  as  far  as  St  Moritz. 
I  have  my  reasons — but  not  necessarily  for  publica¬ 
tion.  See  ?  ” 

Mr  Mafferton’s  eye  glistened  with  appreciation  of 
the  confidence  reposed  in  him.  “  I  shall  be  most 
happy,”  he  said,  “  if  Dod  doesn’t  mind.”  But  Dicky, 
with  indecent  haste,  was  already  in  the  coupt.  “Don’t 
mention  it,  Mafferton,”  he  said  out  of  the  window. 
“  I’m  delighted — at  least — whatever  the  Senator  says 
has  got  to  be  done,  of  course,”  and  he  made  an 
attempt  to  look  hurt  that  would  not  have  imposed 
upon  anybody  but  a  self-constituted  Doge  with  a 
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guilty  conscience.  I  took  my  bereavement  in  stony 
calm,  with  possibly  just  a  suggestion  about  my  eye¬ 
brows  and  under-lip  that  some  day,  on  the  far  free 
shores  of  Lake  Michigan,  a  down-trodden  daughter 
would  re-assert  herself ;  poppa  re-entered  an  interieur 
darkened  by  a  thunder-cloud  on  the  brow  of  his  Aunt 
Caroline  ;  and  we  started. 

It  was  some  time  before  Mr  Mafferton  interfered 
in  the  least  with  the  Engadine.  He  seemed  wrapped 
in  a  cloud  of  vain  imaginings,  sprung,  obviously,  from 
poppa’s  ill-considered  request.  I  understood  his 
emotions  and  carefully  respected  his  silence.  I  was 
unwilling  to  be  instructed  about  the  Engadine  either 
botanically  or  geologically — it  was  more  agreeable 
not  to  know  the  names  of  the  lovely  little  foreign 
flowers,  and  quite  pleasant  enough  that  every  turn 
in  the  road  showed  us  a  white  mountain  or  a  purple 
one  without  having  to  understand  what  it  was  made 
of.  Besides,  I  particularly  did  not  wish  to  pre¬ 
cipitate  anything,  and  there  are  moments  when  a 
mere  remark  about  the  weather  will  do  it.  I  had 
been  suffering  a  good  deal  from  my  conscience  since 
Mrs  Portheris  had  told  me  that  poppa  had  written 
to  Arthur — I  didn’t  mind  him  enduring  unnumbered 
pangs  of  hope  deferred,  but  it  was  quite  another 
thing  that  he  should  undergo  the  unnecessary  martyr¬ 
dom  of  imagining  that  he  had  been  superseded  by 
Dicky  Dod.  On  reflection  I  thought  it  would  be 
safer  to  start  Mr  Mafferton  on  the  usual  lines,  and 
I  nerved  myself  to  ask  him  whether  he  could  tell 
me  anything  about  the  prehistoric  appearance  of 
these  lovely  mountains. 
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“  I  am  glad,”  he  responded  absently,  “  that  you 
admire  my  favourite  Alps.”  Nothing  more.  I  tried 
to  prick  him  to  the  consideration  of  the  scenery  by 
asking  him  which  were  his  favourite  Alps,  but  this 
also  came  to  nothing.  Having  acknowledged  his 
approval  of  the  Alps,  he  seemed  willing  to  let  them 
go  unadorned  by  either  fact  or  fancy.  I  offered  him 
sandwiches,  but  he  seemed  to  prefer  his  moustache. 
Presently  he  roused  himself. 

“  I’m  afraid  you  must  think  me  very  uninteresting, 
Miss  Wick,”  he  said. 

“  Dear  me,  no,”  I  replied.  “  On  the  contrary,  I 
think  you  are  a  lovely  type.” 

“  Type  of  an  Englishman  ?  ”  Mr  Mafferton  was  not 
displeased. 

“Type  of  some  Englishmen.  You  would  not  care 
to  represent  the — ah,  commercial  classes  ?  ” 

“  If  I  had  been  born  in  that  station,”  replied  Mr 
Mafferton  modestly,  “  I  should  be  very  glad  to  re¬ 
present  them.  But  I  should  not  care  to  be  a  Labour 
candidate.” 

“It  wouldn’t  be  very  appropriate,  would  it  ?  ”  I 
suggested.  “  But  do  you  ever  mean  to  run  for 
anything,  really  ?  ” 

“  Certainly  not,”  Mr  Mafferton  replied,  with  slight 
resentment.  “  In  our  family  ,we  never  run.  But, 
of  course,  I  will  succeed  my  uncle  in  the  Upper 
House.” 

“  Dear  me  !  ”  I  exclaimed.  “  So  you  will  !  I 
should  think  it  would  be  simply  lovely  to  be  born 
a  legislator.  In  our  country  it  is  attained  by  such 
painful  degrees.”  It  flashed  upon  me  in  a  moment 
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why  Mr  Mafferton  was  so  industrious  in  collecting 
general  information.  He  was  storing  it  up  against 
the  day  when  he  would  be  able  to  make  speeches, 
which  nobody  could  interrupt,  in  the  House  of 
Lords. 

The  conversation  flagged  again,  and  I  was  driven 
to  comment  upon  the  appearance  of  the  little  German 
down  in  the  inUrieur.  It  was  quite  remarkable, 
apart  from  the  bloom  on  his  nose,  his  pale-blue  eyes 
wandered  so  irresponsibly  in  their  sockets,  and  his 
scanty,  flaxen  beard  made  such  an  un  ;uccessful  effort 
to  disguise  the  amiability  of  his  chin.  He  wore  a 
braided  cotton  coat  to  keep  cool,  and  a  woollen 
comforter  to  keep  warm,  and  from  time  to  time 
he  smilingly  invited  the  attention  of  the  other  three 
to  vast  green  maps  of  the  country,  which  I  could 
see  him  apologising  for  spreading  over  Mrs  Portheris’s 
capacious  lap.  It  was  interesting  to  watch  his  joyous 
sense  of  being  in  foreign  society,  and  his  determina¬ 
tion  to  be  agreeable  even  if  he  had  to  talk  all  the 
time.  Now  and  then  a  sentence  bubbled  up  over 
the  noise  of  the  wheels,  as  when  he  had  the 
happiness  to  discover  the  nationalities  of  his  fellow- 
travellers. 

“  Ach,  is  it  so  ?  From  England,  from  America 
also,  and  I  from  Markadorf  am  !  Four  peoples,  to 
see  zis  so  beautiful  Switzerland  from  everyveres  in 
one  carriage  we  are  come  !  ”  He  smiled  at  them 
one  after  another  in  the  innocent  joy  of  this  wonder¬ 
ful  fact,  and  it  made  me  quite  unhappy  to  see  how 
unresponsive  they  had  grown. 

“  In  America  I  haf  one  uncle  got - ” 
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“No,  I  don’t  know  him,”  said  the  Senator,  who 
was  extremely  tired  of  being  expected  to  keep  up 
with  society  in  Castle  Garden. 

“  But  before  I  vas  born  going,  mein  uncle  I  myself 
haf  never  seen  !  To  Chicago  mit  nossings  he  went, 
und  now  letters  ve  are  always  getting  it  is  goot 
saying.” 

“  Made  money,  has  he  ?  ”  Poppa  inquired,  with 
indifference. 

“  Mit  some  small  flours  of  large  manufacture 
selling.  Dose  small  flours — ze  name  forgotten  I 
haf  —  ze  breads  making,  ze  cakes  making,  ze 
madschen - ” 

“  Baking  powder  !  ”  divined  momma. 

“  Bakings — powder  !  In  America  it  is  moch  eat. 
So  mine  uncle  Blittens - ” 

“  Josef  Blittens  ?  ”  exclaimed  poppa. 

“  Blittens  und  Josef  also  !  The  name  of  mine 
uncle  to  you  is  known  !  He  is  so  rich,  mit  carriage, 
piano,  large  family — he  is  now  famous  also,  hein  ? 
My  goot  uncle  !  ” 

“  He’s  been  my  foreman  for  fifteen  years,”  said 
poppa,  “  and  I  don’t  care  where  he  came  from  ;  he’s 
as  good  an  American  now  as  there  is  in  the  Union. 
I  am  pleased  to  make  the  acquaintance  of  any 
member  of  his  family.  There’s  nothing  in  the 
way  of  refreshments  to  be  got  till  we  next  change 
horses,  but  as  soon  as  that  happens,  sir,  I  hope  you 
will  take  something.” 

After  that  we  began  to  rattle  down  the  other  side 
of  the  Julier  and  I  lost  the  thread  of  the  conversa¬ 
tion,  but  I  saw  that  Herr  Blittens’  determination  to 
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practise  English  was  completely  swamped  in  the 
Senator’s  desire  to  persuade  him  of  the  advantages 
of  emigration. 

“  I  never  see  a  foreigner  in  his  native  land,”  said 
Mr  Mafferton,  regarding  this  one  with  disapproval, 
“  without  thinking  what  a  pity  it  is  that  any  portion 
of  the  earth,  so  desirable  for  instance  as  this  is, 
should  belong  to  him.”  Which  led  me  to  suggest 
that  when  he  entered  political  life  in  his  native  land 
Mr  Mafferton  should  aim  at  the  Cabinet,  he  was 
obviously  so  well  qualified  to  sustain  British  traditions. 

My  companion’s  mind  seemed  to  be  so  com¬ 
pletely  diverted  by  this  prospect  that  I  breathed 
again.  He  could  be  depended  upon  I  knew,  never 
to  think  seriously  of  me  when  there  was  an  oppor¬ 
tunity  of  thinking  seriously  of  himself,  and  in  that 
certainty  I  relaxed  my  efforts  to  make  it  quite  im¬ 
possible  that  anything  should  happen.  I  forgot  the 
contingencies  of  the  situation  in  finding  whiter 
glaciers  and  deeper  gorges,  and  looking  for  the 
Bergamesque  sheep  and  their  shepherds  which 
Baedeker  assured  us  were  to  be  seen  pasturing  on 
the  slopes  and  heights  of  the  Julier  wearing  long 
curling  locks,  mantles  of  brown  wool,  and  peaked 
Calabrian  hats.  We  grew  quite  frivolous  over  this 
phenomenon,  which  did  not  appear,  and  it  was  only 
after  some  time  that  we  observed  the  Baedeker  to 
be  of  1877,  and  decided  that  the  home  of  truth  was 
not  in  old  editions.  It  seemed  to  me  afterwards 
that  Mr  Mafferton  had  been  waiting  for  his  oppor¬ 
tunity  ;  he  certainly  took  advantage  of  a  very  in¬ 
sufficient  one. 
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“  It’s  exactly,”  said  I,  talking  of  the  compartments 
of  the  diligence,  “  as  if  Isabel  and  Dicky  had  the 
first  floor  front,  momma  and  poppa  the  dining-room, 
and  you  and  1  the  second  floor  back.” 

It  was  one  of  those  things  that  one  lives  to  repent 
if  one  survives  them  five  seconds  ;  but  my  remorse 
was  immediately  swallowed  up  in  consequences.  I 
do  not  propose  to  go  into  the  details  of  Mr  Maffer- 
ton’s  second  attempt  upon  my  insignificant  hand — 
to  be  precise,  I  wear  fives  and  a  quarter — but  he 
began  by  saying  that  he  thought  we  could  do  better 
than  that,  meaning  the  second  floor  back,  and  he 
mentioned  Park  Lane.  He  also  said  that  ever  since 
Dicky,  doubtless  before  his  affections  had  become 
involved,  had  told  him  that  there  was  a  possibility 
of  my  changing  my  mind — I  was  nearly  false  to 
Dicky  at  this  point — he  had  been  giving  the  matter 
his  best  consideration,  and  he  had  finally  decided 
that  it  was  only  fair  that  I  should  have  an  oppor¬ 
tunity  of  doing  so.  These  were  not  his  exact  words, 
but  I  can  be  quite  sure  of  my  impression.  We  were 
trotting  past  the  lake  at  Maloja  when  this  came  upon 
me,  and  when  I  reflected  that  I  owed  it  about  equally 
to  poppa  and  to  Dicky  Dod  I  felt  that  I  could  have 
personally  chastised  them — could  have  slapped  them 
— both.  What  I  longed  to  do  with  Mr  Mafferton 
was  to  hurl  him,  figuratively  speaking,  down  an 
abyss,  but  that  would  have  been  to  send  him  into 
Mrs  Portheris’s  beckoning  arms  next  morning,  and 
I  had  little  faith  in  any  floral  hat  and  yellow  bun 
once  its  mamma’s  commands  were  laid  upon  it.  I 
thought  of  my  cradle  companion — not  tenderly  I 
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confess — and  told  Mr  Mafferton  that  I  didn’t  know 
what  I  had  done  to  deserve  such  an  honour  a  second 
time,  and  asked  him  if  he  had  properly  considered 
the  effect  on  Isabel.  I  added  that  I  fancied  Dicky 
was  generalising  about  American  girls  changing 
their  minds,  but  I  would  try  and  see  if  I  had 
changed  mine  and  would  let  him  know  in  six 
days,  at  Harwich.  Any  decision  made  on  this 
side  of  the  Channel  might  so  easily  be  upset. 
And  this  I  did  knowing  quite  well  that  Dicky 
and  Isabel  and  I  were  all  to  elope  from  Boulogne, 
Dicky  and  Isabel  for  frivolity  and  I  for  propriety  ; 
for  this  had  been  arranged.  In  writing  a  descrip¬ 
tion  of  our  English  tour  I  do  not  wish  to  exculpate 
myself  in  any  particular. 

We  arrived  late  at  St  Moritz,  and  the  little 
German,  on  a  very  fraternal  footing,  was  still 
talking  as  the  party  descended  from  the  interienr. 
He  spoke  of  the  butterflies  the  day  before  in 
Pontresina,  and  he  laughed  with  delight  as  he 
recounted. 

“  Vorty  maybe  der  vas,  vifty  der  vas,  mit  der 
diligence  vlying  along ;  und  der  brittiest  of  all  I 
catch  ;  he  vill  come  at  my  nose !  ” 


CHAPTER  XXIV 


LEAVING  out  the  scenery — the  Senator  de¬ 
clares  that  nothing  spoils  a  book  of  travels  like 
scenery — the  impressions  of  St  Moritz  which  remain 
with  me  have  something  of  the  quality,  for  me,  of 
the  illustrations  in  a  French  novel.  I  like  to  con¬ 
sult  them  ;  they  are  so  crisp  and  daintily  defined 
and  isolated  and  individual.  Yet  I  can  only  write 
about  an  upper-class  German  mamma  eating  brod- 
chen  and  honey  with  three  fair  square  daughters, 
young,  younger,  youngest,  and  not  a  flaxen  hair 
mislaid  among  them,  and  the  intelligent  accuracy 
with  which  they  looked  out  of  the  window  and  said 
that  it  was  a  horse,  the  horse  was  lame,  and  it  was  a 
pity  to  drive  a  lame  horse.  Or  about  the  two  Ameri¬ 
can  ladies  from  the  south,  creeping,  wrapped  up  in 
sealskins,  along  the  still  white  road  from  the  Hof  to 
the  Bad,  and  saying  one  to  the  other,  “  Isn’t  it  nice 
to  feel  the  sun  on  yo’  back  ?  ”  Or  about  the  curio 
shops  on  the  ridge  where  the  politest  little  French¬ 
women  endeavour  to  persuade  you  that  you  have 
come  to  the  very  top  of  the  Engadine  for  the  pur¬ 
pose  of  buying  Japanese  candlesticks  and  Italian 
scarves  to  carry  down  again.  It  was  all  so  clear  and 
sharp  and  still  at  St  Moritz ;  everything  drew  a 
double  significance  from  its  height  and  its  loneliness. 
But,  as  poppa  says,  a  great  deal  of  trouble  would  be 
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saved  if  people  who  feel  that  they  can’t  describe 
things  would  be  willing  to  consider  the  alternative 
of  leaving  them  alone  ;  and  I  will  only  dwell  on  St 
Moritz  long  enough  to  say  that  it  nearly  shattered 
one  of  Mr  Mafferton’s  most  cherished  principles. 
Never  in  his  life  before,  he  said,  had  he  felt  inclined 
to  take  warm  water  in  his  bath  in  the  morning. 
He  made  a  note  of  the  temperature  of  his  tub 
to  send  to  the  Times.  “You  never  can  tell,”  he 
said,  “  the  effect  these  little  things  may  have.”  I 
was  beginning  to  be  accustomed  to  the  effect  they 
had  on  me. 

Before  we  got  to  Coire  the  cool  rushing  night  had 
come,  and  the  glaciers  had  blotted  themselves  out. 
I  find  a  mere  note  against  Coire  to  the  effect  that  it 
often  rains  when  you  arrive  there,  and  also  that  it  is 
a  place  in  which  you  may  count  on  sleeping  par¬ 
ticularly  sound  if  you  come  by  diligence  ;  but  there 
is  no  reason  why  I  should  not  mention  that  it  was 
under  the  sway  of  the  Dukes  of  Swabia  until  1268, 
as  momma  wishes  me  to  do  so.  We  took  the  train 
there  for  Constance,  and  between  Coire  and  Con¬ 
stance,  on  the  Bodensee,  occurred  Rorshach  and 
Romanshorn  ;  but  we  didn’t  get  out,  and  as  momma 
says,  there  was  nothing  in  the  least  individual  about 
their  railway  stations.  We  went  on  that  Bodensee, 
however,  I  remember  with  animosity,  taking  a  small 
steamer  at  Constance  for  Neuhausen.  It  was  a  grey 
and  sulky  Bodensee,  full  of  little  dull  waves,  and  a 
cold  head  wind,  that  never  changed  its  mind  for  a 
moment.  Isabel  and  I  huddled  together  for  comfort 
on  the  very  hard  wooden  seat  than  ran  round  the 
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deck,  and  the  depth  of  our  misery  may  be  gathered 
from  the  fact  that  when  the  wind  caught  Isabel’s 
floral  hat  under  the  brim,  and  cast  it  suddenly  into 
that  body  of  water,  neither  of  us  looked  round  !  Mrs 
Portheris  was  very  much  annoyed  at  our  unhappy 
indifference.  She  implied  that  it  was  precisely  to 
enable  Isabel  to  stop  a  steamer  on  the  Bodensee  in 
an  emergency  of  this  sort  that  she  had  had  her  taught 
German.  Dicky  told  me  privately  that  if  it  had 
happened  a  week  before  he  would  have  gone  over¬ 
board  in  pursuit,  for  the  sake  of  business,  without 
hesitation,  but,  under  the  present  happy  circum¬ 
stances,  he  preferred  the  prospect  of  buying  a  new 
hat.  Nothing  else  actually  transpired  during  the 
afternoon,  though  there  were  times  when  other  events 
seemed  as  precipitant,  to  most  of  us,  as  upon  the 
tossing  Atlantic,  and  we  made  port  without  having 
realised  anything  about  the  Bodensee,  except  that 
we  would  rather  not  be  on  it. 

Neuhausen  was  the  port,  but  Schaffhausen  was  of 
course  the  place,  two  or  three  dusty  miles  along  a 
river,  the  identity  of  which  revealed  itself  to  Mrs 
Portheris  through  the  hotel  omnibus  windows  as  an 
inspiration.  “  Do  we  all  fully  understand,”  she  de¬ 
manded,  “  that  we  are  looking  upon  the  Rhine  ?  ” 
And  we  endeavoured  to  do  so,  though  the  Senator 
said  that  if  it  were  not  so  intimately  connected  with 
the  lake  we  had  just  been  delivered  from,  he  would 
have  felt  more  cordial  about  it.  I  should  like  to 
have  it  understood  that  relations  were  hardly  what 
might  be  called  strained  at  this  time  between  the 
Senator  and  myself.  There  were  subjects  which  we 
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avoided,  and  we  had  enough  regard  for  our  dignity, 
respectively,  not  to  drop  into  personalities  whatever 
we  did,  but  we  had  a  modus  vivendi ,  we  got  along. 
Dicky  maintained  a  noble  and  pained  reserve,  giving 
poppa  hours  of  thought,  out  of  which  he  emerged, 
with  the  almost  visible  reflection  that  a  Wick  never 
changed  his  mind. 

There  was  a  garden  with  funny  little  flowers  in  it 
which  went  out  of  fashion  in  America  about  twenty 
years  ago.  There  was  also  a  chalet  in  the  garden, 
where  we  saw  at  once  that  we  could  buy  cuckoo 
clocks  and  edelweiss  and  German  lace,  if  we  wanted 
to.  There  was  a  big  hotel  full  of  people  speaking 
strange  languages — by  this  time  we  all  sympathised 
with  Mr  Mafferton  in  his  resentment  of  foreigners  in 
continental  hotels  ;  as  he  said,  one  expected  them 
to  do  their  travelling  in  England.  There  were  the 
“  Laufen  ”  foaming  down  the  valley  under  the  dining¬ 
room  windows,  there  were  the  Swiss  waitresses  in 
short  petticoats  and  velvet  bodices  and  white  chemi¬ 
settes,  and  at  the  dinner  table,  sitting  precisely 
opposite,  there  were  the  Malts.  Mr  Malt,  Mrs 
Malt,  Emmeline  Malt,  and  Miss  Callis,  not  one  of 
them  missing.  The  Malts  whom  we  had  left  at 
Rome,  left  in  the  same  hotel  with  Count  Filgiatti, 
and  to  some  purpose  apparently,  for  seated  atten¬ 
tively  next  to  Mrs  Malt  there  also  was  that 
diminutive  nobleman. 

As  a  family  we  saw  at  a  glance  that  America 
was  not  likely  to  be  the  poorer  by  one  Count  in 
spite  of  the  way  we  had  behaved  to  him.  Miss 
Callis,  with  four  thousand  dollars  a  year  of  her  own, 
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was  going  to  offer  them  up  to  sustain  the  traditions 
of  her  country.  A  Count,  if  she  could  help  it, 
should  not  go  a-begging  more  than  twice.  Further 
impressions  were  lost  in  the  shock  of  greeting,  but 
it  recurred  to  me  instantly  to  wonder  whether  Miss 
Callis  had  really  gone  into  the  question  of  keeping 
a  Count  on  that  income,  whether  she  would  be  able 
to  give  him  all  the  luxuries  he  had  been  brought  up 
in  anticipation  of.  It  was  interesting  to  observe  the 
slight  embarrassment  with  which  Count  Filgiatti 
re-encountered  his  earlier  American  vision,  and  his 
re-assurance  when  I  gave  him  the  bow  of  the 
most  travelling  of  acquaintances.  Nothing  was 
further  from  my  thoughts  than  interfering.  When 
I  considered  the  number  of  engagements  upon 
my  hands  already  it  made  me  quite  faint  to  con¬ 
template  even  an  arrangimento  in  addition  to 
them. 

We  told  the  Malts  where  we  had  been  and  they 
told  us  where  they  had  been  as  well  as  we  could 
across  the  table  without  seeming  too  confidential, 
and  after  dinner  Emmeline  led  the  way  to  the 
enclosed  verandah  which  commanded  the  Falls. 
“  Come  along,  ladies  and  gentlemen,”  said  Emme¬ 
line,  “  and  see  the  great  big  old  Schaffhausen 
Fraud.  Performance  begins  at  nine  o’clock  exactly, 
and  no  reserve  seats,  so  unless  you  want  to  get 
left,  Mrs  Portheris,  you’d  better  put  a  hustle 
on.” 

Miss  Malt  had  gone  through  several  processes 
of  annihilation  at  Mrs  Portheris’s  hands,  and  had 
always  come  out  of  them  so  much  livelier  than  ever, 
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that  our  Aunt  Caroline  had  abandoned  her  to 
America  some  time  previously. 

“  Emmeline  !  ”  exclaimed  Mrs  Malt,  “  you  are  too 
personal/’ 

“  She  ought  to  be  sent  to  the  children’s  table,” 
Mrs  Portheris  remarked  severely. 

“  Oh,  that’s  all  right,  Mrs  Portheris.  I  don’t  like 
milk  puddings — they  give  you  a  double  chin.  I 
expect  you’ve  eaten  a  lot  of  ’em  in  your  time, 
haven’t  you,  Mis’  Portheris  ?  Now,  Mr  Mafferton, 
you  sit  here,  and  you,  Mis’  Wick,  you  sit  hei'e. 
That’s  right,  Mr  Wick,  you  hold  up  the  wall.  I 
ain’t  proud,  I’ll  sit  on  the  floor — there  now,  we’re 
every  one  fixed.  No,  Mr  Dod,  none  of  us  ladies 
object  to  smoking — Mis’  Portheris  smokes  herself, 
don’t  you,  Mis’  Portheris  ?  ” 

“  Emmeline,  if  you  pass  another  remark  to  bed 
you  go  !  ”  exclaimed  her  mother  with  unction. 

“  I  was  fourteen  the  day  before  yesterday,  and 
you  don’t  send  people  of  fourteen  to  bed.  I  got  a 
town  lot  for  a  birthday  present.  Oh,  there’s  the 
French  gentleman  !  Bon  soir,  Monsieur  /  Comment 
va-t-il !  Attendez  /”  and  we  were  suddenly  bereft 
of  Emmeline. 

“  She’s  gone  to  play  poker  with  that  man  from 
Marseilles,”  remarked  Mrs  Malt.  “  Really,  husband, 
I  don’t  know - ” 

“  You  able  to  put  a  limit  on  the  game  ?  ”  asked 
poppa. 

Everybody  laughed  and  Mr  Malt  said  that  it 
wasn’t  possible  for  Emmeline  to  play  for  money 
because  she  never  could  keep  as  much  as  five  francs 
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on  her  person,  but  if  she  did  he’d  think  it  necessary 
to  warn  the  man  from  Marseilles  that  Miss  Malt 
knew  the  game. 

“  And  she’s  perfectly  right,”  continued  her  father, 

“  in  describing  this  illumination  business  as  a  fraud. 

I  don’t  say  it  isn’t  pretty  enough,  but  it’s  a  fraud 
this  way,  they  don’t  give  you  any  choice  about 
paying  your  money  for  it.  Now  we  didn’t  start 
boarding  at  this  hotel,  we  went  to  the  one  down 
there  on  the  other  side  of  the  river.  We  were  very 
much  fatigued  when  we  arrived,  and  every  member 
of  our  party  went  straight  to  bed.  Next  day — I 
always  call  for  my  bills  daily — what  do  I  find  in 
my  account  but  ‘  Illumination  de  la  chute  de  la 
Rhin  ’  one  franc  apiece.” 

“  And  you  hadn’t  ordered  anything  of  the  kind,” 
said  poppa. 

“  Ordered  it  ?  I  hadn’t  even  seen  it  !  Well,  I 
didn’t  lose  my  temper.  I  took  the  document  down 
to  the  office  and  asked  to  have  it  explained  to  me. 
The  explanation  was  that  it  cost  the  hotel  a  large 
sum  of  money.  I  said  I  guessed  it  did,  and  it  was 
also  probably  expensive  to  get  hot  and  cold  water 
laid  on,  but  I  didn’t  see  any  mention  of  that  in  the 
bill,  though  I  used  the  hot  and  cold  water,  and 
didn’t  use  the  illumination.” 

“  That’s  so,”  said  poppa. 

“  Well,  then  the  fellow  said  it  was  done  all  on  my 
account,  or  words  to  that  effect,  and  that  it  was  a 
beautiful  illumination  and  worth  twice  the  money, 
and  as  it  was  the  rule  of  the  hotel  he’d  have  to 
trouble  me  for  the  price  of  it.” 


A  VOYAGE  OF  CONSOLATION  283 


“  Did  you  oblige  him  ?  ”  asked  poppa. 

“Yes,  I  did.  I  hated  to  awfully,  but  you  never 
can  tell  where  the  law  will  land  you  in  a  foreign 
country,  especially  when  you  can’t  converse  with 
the  judge,  and  I  don’t  expect  any  stranger  could 
get  justice  in  Schaffhausen  against  an  hotel  anyway. 
But  I  sent  for  my  party’s  trunks,  and  we  moved — 
down  there  to  that  little  thing  like  a  castle  over¬ 
hanging  the  Falls.  It  was  a  castle  once,  I  believe, 
but  it’s  a  deception  now,  for  they’ve  turned  it  into 
an  hotel.” 

“  Find  it  comfortable  there  ?  ”  inquired  the 
Senator. 

“  Well,  I’m  telling  you.  Pretty  comfortable. 
You  could  sit  in  the  garden  and  get  as  wet  as 
you  liked  from  the  spray,  and  no  extra  charge  ; 
and  if  you  wanted  to  eat  apricots  at  the  same  time 
they  only  cost  you  a  franc  apiece.  So  when  I  saw 
how  moderate  they  were  every  way,  I  didn’t  think 
I’d  have  any  trouble  about  the  illumination,  specially 
as  I  heard  that  the  three  hotels  which  compose 
Schaffhausen  subscribed  to  run  the  electric  plant,  and 
I’d  already  helped  one  hotel  with  its  subscription.” 

“  When  did  you  move  in  here  ?  ”  asked  poppa. 

“  I  am  coming  to  that.  Well,  I  saw  the  show 
that  night.  I  happened  to  be  on  an  outside  balcony 
when  it  came  off,  and  I  couldn’t  help  seeing  it.  I 
wouldn’t  let  myself  out  so  far  as  to  enjoy  it,  for  fear 
it  might  prejudice  me  later,  but  I  certainly  looked 
on.  You  can’t  keep  your  eyes  shut  for  three-quarters 
of  an  hour  for  the  sake  of  a  principle  valued  at  a 
franc  a  head.” 
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“  I  expect  you  had  to  pay,”  said  poppa. 

“You’re  so  impatient.  I  looked  coldly  on,  and 
between  the  different  coloured  acts  I  made  a  calcu¬ 
lation  of  the  amount  the  hotel  opposite  was  losing 
by  its  extortion.  I  took  considerable  satisfaction 
in  doing  it.  You  can  get  excited  over  a  little  thing 
like  that  just  as  much  as  if  it  were  the  entire  Monroe 
Doctrine  ;  and  I  couldn’t  sleep,  hardly,  that  night 
for  thinking  of  the  things  I’d  say  to  the  hotel  clerk 
if  the  illumination  item  decorated  the  bill  next  day. 
Cut  myself  shaving  in  the  morning  over  it — thing  I 
never  do.  Well,  there  it  was — 'Illumination  de  la 
chute  de  la  Rhin, *  same  old  French  story,  a  franc 
apiece.” 

“  I  thought,  somehow,  from  what  you’ve  been  say¬ 
ing,  that  it  would  be  there,”  remarked  the  Senator 
patiently. 

“  Well,  sir,  I  tried  to  control  myself,  but  I  guess 
the  clerk  would  tell  you  I  was  pretty  wild.  There 
wasn’t  an  argument  I  didn’t  use.  I  threw  as  many 
lights  on  the  situation  as  they  did  on  the  Falls.  I 
asked  him  how  it  would  be  if  a  person  preferred  his 
Falls  plain  ?  I  told  him  I  paid  him  board  and  lodg¬ 
ing  for  what  Schaffhausen  could  show  me,  not  for 
what  I  could  show  Schaffhausen.  I  used  the  words 
*  pillage,’  ‘  outrage,’  and  other  unmistakable  terms, 
and  I  spoke  of  communicating  the  matter  to  the 
American  Consul  at  Berne.” 

“  And  after  that  ?  ”  inquired  the  Senator. 

“  Oh,  it  wasn’t  any  use.  After  that  I  paid,  and 
moved.  Moved  right  up  here  this  morning.  But  I 
thought  about  it  a  good  deal  on  the  way,  and  con- 
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eluded  that  if  I  wasn’t  prepared  to  sample  every 
hotel  within  ten  miles  of  this  cataract  for  the  sake  of 
not  being  imposed  upon,  I’d  have  to  take  up  a  differ¬ 
ent  attitude.  So  I  walked  up  to  the  manager  the 
minute  we  arrived,  fierce  as  an  Englishman — beg 
your  pardon,  Squire  Mafferton,  but  the  British  have 
a  ferocious  way  with  hotel  managers,  as  a  rule.  I 
didn’t  mean  anything  personal — and  said  to  him 
exactly  as  if  it  was  my  hotel,  and  he  was  merely 
stopping  in  it.  ‘  Sir,’  I  said,  ‘  I  understand  that  the 
guests  of  this  hotel  are  allowed  to  subscribe  to  an 
electric  illumination  of  the  Falls  of  the  Rhine.  You 
may  put  me  down  for  ten  francs.  Now,  I  am  pre¬ 
pared  for  the  first  time,  to  appreciate  the  evening’s 
entertainment.” 

Shortly  after  the  recital  of  Mr  Malt’s  experiences 
the  illumination  began,  and  we  realised  what  it  was 
to  drink  coffee  in  fairyland.  Poppa  advises  me, 
however,  to  attempt  no  description  of  the  Falls  of 
Schaffhausen  by  any  light,  because  “  there,”  he  says, 
“you  will  come  into  competition  with  Ruskin.”  The 
Senator  is  perfectly  satisfied  with  Ruskin’s  description 
of  the  Falls  ;  he  says  he  doesn’t  believe  much  could 
be  added  to  it.  Though  he  himself  was  somewhat 
depressed  by  them,  he  found  that  he  liked  them  so 
much  better  than  Niagara.  I  heard  him  myself  tell 
five  different  Alpine  climbers,  in  precise  figures,  how 
much  more  water  went  over  our  own  cataract. 

It  was  discovered  that  evening  that  Mr  and  Mrs 
Malt,  and  Emmeline  and  Miss  Callis  and  the  Count 
were  going  on  to  Heidelberg,  and  down  the  Rhine  by 
precisely  the  same  train  and  steamer  that  we  had 
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ourselves  selected.  Mrs  Malt  was  looking  forward 
to  the  ruins  on  the  embattled  Rhine  with  all  the 
enthusiasm  we  had  expended  upon  Venice,  but  Mr 
Malt  declared  himself  so  full  of  the  picturesque 
already,  that  he  didn’t  know  how  he  was  going  to 
hold  another  castle. 


CHAPTER  XXV 


WE  were  on  our  way  from  Basle  to  Heidelberg, 
I  remember,  and  Mr  Malt  was  commenting 
sarcastically  upon  Swiss  resources  for  naming  towns, 
as  exemplified  in  “  Neuhausen.”  “  There’s  a  lot 
about  this  country,”  said  Mr  Malt,  “  that  reminds 
you  of  the  world  as  it  appeared  about  the  time  you 
built  it  for  yourself  every  day  with  blocks,  and  made 
it  lively  with  animals  out  of  your  Noah’s  Ark.  I 
can’t  say  what  it  is,  but  that’s  a  sample  of  it — ‘  New 
Houses  !  ’  What  a  baby  baa-lamb  name  for  a  town  ! 
It  would  settle  the  municipality  in  our  part  of  the 
world — any  railway  would  make  a  circuit  of  fifty 
miles  to  avoid  it !  ” 

Mr  Mafferton  and  I  had  paused  in  our  conversa¬ 
tion,  and  these  remarks  reached  us  in  full.  They 
gave  him  the  opportunity  of  bending  a  sympathetic 
glance  upon  me,  and  saying,  “  How  graphic  your 
countrymen  are,  Miss  Wick.”  Cologne  was  only 
three  days  off,  but  Mr  Mafferton  never  departed  from 
the  proprieties  in  his  form  of  address.  He  was  in 
that  respect  quite  the  most  docile  and  respectful 
person  I  have  ever  found  it  necessary  to  keep  in 
suspense. 

I  said  they  were  not  all  as  pictorial  as  Mr  Malt, 
and  noticed  that  his  eye  was  wandering.  It  had 
wandered  to  Miss  Callis,  who  was  snubbing  the 
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Count,  and  looking  wonderfully  well.  I  don’t  know 
whether  I  have  mentioned  that  she  had  blue  eyes 
and  black  hair,  but  her  occupation,  of  course,  would 
be  becoming  to  anybody. 

“  And  for  the  matter  of  that,  your  countrywomen 
too,”  said  Mr  Mafferton.  “  I  am  much  gratified  to 
have  the  opportunity  of  making  the  acquaintance  of 
another  of  them  in  this  unexpected  way.  I  find  your 
friend,  Miss  Callis,  a  charming  creature.” 

She  wasn’t  my  friend,  but  the  moment  did  not 
seem  opportune  for  saying  so. 

“  I  saw  you  talking  a  good  deal  to  her  yesterday,” 
I  said. 

Mr  Mafferton  twisted  his  moustache  with  a  look 
of  guilty  satisfaction  which  I  found  hard  to  bear. 
“  Must  I  cry  Peccavi?  ”  he  said.  “  You  see  you  were 
so — er — preoccupied.  You  said  you  would  rather  hear 
about  the  growth  of  the  Swiss  Confederacy  and  its 
relation  to  the  Helvetia  of  the  Ancients  another  day.” 

“  That  was  quite  true,”  I  said  indignantly. 

“  I  found  Miss  Callis  anxious  to  be  informed 
without  delay,”  said  Mr  Mafferton,  with  a  slightly 
rebuking  accent.  “  She  has  a  very  open  mind,”  he 
went  on  musingly. 

“  Oh,  wonderfully,”  I  said. 

“  And  a  highly  retentive  memory.  It  seems  she 
was  shown  over  our  place  in  Surrey  last  summer. 
She  described  it  to  me  in  the  most  perfect  detail. 
She  must  be  very  observant.” 

“  She’s  as  observant  as  ever  she  can  be,”  I  re¬ 
marked.  “  I  expect  she  could  describe  you  in  the 
most  perfect  detail  too,  if  she  tried.”  I  sweetened 
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this  with  an  exterior  smile,  but  I  felt  extremely  rude 
inside. 

“  Oh,  I  fear  I  could  not  flatter  myself — but  how 
interesting  that  would  be  !  One  has  always  had  a 
desire  to  know  the  impression  one  makes  as  a  whole, 
so  to  speak,  upon  a  fresh  and  unsophisticated  young 
intelligence  like  that.” 

“  Well,”  I  said,  “  there  isn’t  any  reason  why  you 
shouldn’t  find  out  at  once.”  For  the  Count  had 
melted  away,  and  Miss  Callis  was  not  nearly  so  much 
occupied  with  her  novel  as  she  appeared  to  be. 

Mr  Mafferton  rose,  and  again  stroked  his  moustache, 
with  a  quizzical  disciplinary  air. 

“  Oh  woman,  in  our  hours  of  case 
Uncertain,  coy,  and  hard  to  please  !  ” 

he  quoted.  “  You  are  a  very  whimsical  young  lady, 
but  since  you  send  me  away  I  must  abandon  you.” 

“  Thanks  so  much  !  ”  I  said.  “  I  mean — I  have 
myself  to  blame,  I  know,”  and  as  Mr  Mafferton 
dropped  into  the  seat  opposite  Miss  Callis,  I  saw 
Mrs  Portheris  regard  him  austerely,  as  one  for  whom 
it  was  possible  to  make  too  much  allowance. 

In  connection  with  Heidelberg  I  wish  there  were 
something  authentic  to  say  about  Perkeo  ;  but  nobody 
would  believe  the  quantity  of  wine  he  is  supposed  to 
have  drunk  in  a  day,  which  is  the  statement  oftenest 
made  about  him,  so  it  is  of  no  consequence  that  I  have 
forgotten  the  number  of  bottles.  He  isn’t  the  patron 
saint  of  Heidelberg,  because  he  only  lived  about  a 
hundred  and  fifty  years  ago,  and  the  first  qualifica¬ 
tion  for  a  patron  saint  is  antiquity.  As  poppa  says, 
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there  may  be  elderly  gentlemen  in  Heidelberg  now 
whose  grandfathers  have  warned  them  against  the 
personal  habits  of  Perkeo  from  actual  observation. 
Also  we  know  that  he  was  a  court  jester,  and  the 
pages  of  the  Calendar,  for  some  reason,  are  closed 
to  persons  in  that  walk  of  life.  Judging  by  the 
evidences  of  his  popularity  that  survive  on  all  sides 
Mr  Malt  declared  that  he  was  probably  worth  more 
to  the  town  in  attracting  residents  and  investors  than 
half-a-dozen  patron  saints,  and  in  this  there  may 
have  been  more  truth  than  reverence.  The  Elector 
Charles  Philip,  whose  court  he  jested  for,  certainly 
made  no  such  mark  upon  his  town  and  time 
as  Perkeo  did,  and  in  that,  perhaps,  there  is  a 
moral  for  sovereigns,  although  the  Senator  advises 
me  not  to  dwell  upon  it.  At  all  events,  one  writes 
of  Heidelberg  but  one  thinks  of  Perkeo,  as  he  swings 
from  the  sign-boards  of  the  Haupt-Strasse,  and  stands 
on  the  lids  of  the  beer  mugs,  and  smiles  from  the 
extra-mural  decoration  of  the  wine  shops,  and  lifts 
his  glass,  in  eternally  good  wooden  fellowship,  beside 
the  big  Tun  in  the  Castle  cellar.  There  is  a  Hotel 
Perkeo,  there  must  be  Clubs  Perkeo,  probably  a 
suburb  and  steamboats  of  the  same  name,  and  the 
local  oath  “  Per  Perkeo  !  ”  has  a  harmless  sound, 
but  nothing  could  be  more  binding  in  Heidelberg. 
Momma  thought  his  example  a  very  unfortunate  one 
for  a  University  town,  but  the  rest  of  us  were  inclined 
to  admire  Perkeo  as  a  self-made  man  and  a  success. 
As  Dicky  protested  he  had  made  the  fullest  use  of 
the  capacities  Nature  had  given  him,  it  was  evident 
from  his  figure  that  he  had  even  developed  them,  and 
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what  more  profitable  course  should  the  German  youth 
follow  ?  He  was  cheerful  everywhere — as  the  fore¬ 
runner  of  the  comic  paper  one  supposes  he  had  to 
be — but  most  impressive  in  his  effigy  by  his  master’s 
wine  vat,  in  the  perpetual  aroma  that  most  inspired 
him,  where,  by  a  mechanical  arrangement  inside 
him,  he  still  makes  a  joke  of  sorts,  in  somewhat 
graceless  aspersion  of  the  methods  of  the  pro¬ 
fessional  humorists.  Emmeline  found  him  very 
like  her  father,  and  confided  her  impression 
to  Mrs  Malt.  “  But  of  course,”  she  added  con- 
doningly,  “  he  was  different  when  you  married 
him.” 

Perkeo  was  not  so  sentimental  as  the  Trumpeter 
of  Sakkingen,  and  the  Trumpeter  of  Sakkingen 
was  not  so  sentimental  as  the  Heidelberg  University 
student.  The  Heidelberg  University  student  was 
as  a  rule  very  round  and  very  young,  and  he 
seemed  to  give  up  the  whole  of  his  spare  time  to 
imitating  the  passion  which  I  hope  has  not  been 
permitted  to  enter  too  largely  into  this  book  of 
travels. 

Dicky  and  I  agreed  that  it  was  a  mere  imitation  ; 
that  is,  Dicky  said  it  was  and  I  agreed.  It  could 
not  possibly  amount  to  anything  more,  for  it  con¬ 
sisted  wholly  in  walking  up  and  down  in  front  of 
the  house  in  which  its  object  lived.  We  saw  it 
being  done,  and  it  looked  so  uninteresting  that  we 
failed  to  realise  what  it  meant  until  we  inquired. 
Mrs  Portheris’s  nephew,  Mr  Jarvis  Portheris,  who 
was  acquiring  German  in  Heidelberg,  told  us  about 
it.  Mrs  Portheris’s  nephew  was  just  fourteen  and 
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small  of  his  age,  but  he,  too,  had  selected  the  lady 
of  his  admiration,  and  was  taking  regular  daily 
pedestrian  exercise  in  front  of  her  residence.  He 
pointed  out  the  residence,  and  observed  with  an 
enormous  frown  that  “  another  man  ”  had  usurped 
the  pavement  in  his  absence,  and  was  doing  it  in 
quick  step  doubtless  to  show  his  ardour.  “  He’s  a 
beastly  German  too,”  said  Mrs  Portheris’s  nephew, 
“  so  I  can’t  challenge  him,  but  I’ll  jolly  well  punch 
his  head.” 

“  Come  on,”  said  Dicky,  “  you’d  better  steady 
your  nerves,”  and  treated  him  liberally  to  ginger- 
beer  and  currant  buns  ;  but  we  were  not  allowed 
to  see  the  encounter,  which  Mr  Jarvis  Portheris, 
gratefully  satiate,  assured  us  must  be  conducted 
on  strict  lines  of  etiquette,  with  formal  preliminaries. 
He  was  so  very  young,  and  obviously  knew  so  little 
about  what  he  was  doing,  that  we  questioned  him 
with  some  delicacy,  but  we  discovered  that  the 
practice  had  no  parallel,  as  Dicky  put  it,  for  lack  of 
incident.  It  was  accompanied  in  some  cases  by  the 
writing  of  poetry,  “  German  poetry,  of  course,”  said 
Mrs  Portheris’s  nephew  ineffably,  but  even  that  was 
more  likely  to  be  exhibited  as  evidence  of  the 
writer’s  fervid  state  of  mind  than  to  be  sent  to  its 
object,  who  plaited  her  hair  and  attended  to  her 
domestic  duties  as  if  nobody  were  in  the  street  but 
the  fishmonger.  In  Mr  Jarvis  Portheris’s  case  he 
did  not  know  the  colour  of  her  eyes,  or  the  number 
of  her  years  ;  he  had  selected  her,  it  seemed,  at  a 
venture,  in  church,  from  a  rear  view,  sitting  ;  and 
had  never  seen  her  since.  Dicky,  whose  predilec- 
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tions  of  this  sort  have  always  been  very  active, 
asked  him  seriously  why  he  adhered  to  such  a 
hollow  mockery,  and  he  said  regretfully  that  a  fellow 
more  or  less  had  to  ;  it  was  one  of  the  beastly 
nuisances  of  being  educated  abroad.  But  from 
what  we  saw  of  the  German  temperament  generally 
we  were  convinced  that  as  a  native  demonstration  it 
was  sincere,  and  that  its  idiocy  arose  only,  as  Dicky 
expressed  it,  from  the  remarkable  lack  in  foreigners 
of  business  capacity. 

We  all  congratulated  ourselves  on  seeing  Heidel¬ 
berg  while  the  University  was  in  session,  and  we 
could  observe  the  large  fat  students  in  flat  blue  and 
pink  and  green  club  caps,  swaggering  about  the 
town  accompanied  by  dogs  of  almost  equal  import¬ 
ance.  The  largest  and  fattest,  I  thought,  wore 
white  caps,  and,  though  Mr  Jarvis  Portheris  said 
that  white  was  the  most  aristocratic  club’s  colour, 
they  looked  remarkably  like  bakers.  The  Senator 
had  an  object  in  Heidelberg,  as  he  had  in  so  many 
places,  and  that  object  was  to  investigate  the  practice 
of  duelling,  which  everybody  understands  to  prevail 
to  a  deadly  extent  among  the  students.  It  was 
plain  from  their  appearance  that  personal  assault  at 
all  events  was  regrettably  common,  for  nearly  every¬ 
one  of  them  wore  traces  of  it  in  their  faces,  wore 
them  as  if  they  were  particularly  becoming.  Every 
variety  of  scar  that  could  well  be  imagined  was 
represented,  some  healed,  some  healing,  and  some 
freshly  gory.  The  youth  with  the  most  scars,  we 
observed,  gave  himself  the  most  airs,  and  the  really 
vainglorious  were,  more  or  less,  obscured  in  cotton- 
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wool,  evidently  just  from  the  hands  of  the  surgeon. 
The  Senator  examined  them  individually  as  they 
passed,  with  an  inquisitiveness  which  they  plainly 
enjoyed,  and  was  much  impressed  with  their  fighting 
qualities  as  a  race,  until  Mr  Jarvis  Portheris  happened 
to  explain  that  the  scars  were  very  carefully  given 
and  received  with  an  almost  exclusive  view  to 
personal  adornment.  Mr  Mafferton  appeared  to 
have  known  this  before  ;  but  that  was  an  irritating 
way  he  had — none  of  the  rest  of  us  did.  The 
Senator  regarded  the  next  youth  he  met,  who  had 
elongated  his  mouth  to  run  up  into  his  ear  without 
adding  in  the  least  to  his  charms  of  appearance,  with 
barely  disguised  contempt,  and  when  Mr  Jarvis 
Portheris  proceeded  to  explain  how  the  doctors 
pulled  open  the  cuts  if  they  promised  to  heal  with¬ 
out  leaving  any  sign  of  valour,  poppa’s  impatience 
with  the  noble  army  of  duellists  grew  so  great  that 
he  could  hardly  remain  in  Heidelberg  till  the  train 
was  ready  to  take  him  away. 

“  But  don’t  they  ever  by  accident  do  themselves 
any  harm  ?  ”  inquired  my  disappointed  parent. 

“  There’s  one  case  on  record,”  said  Mr  Jarvis 
Portheris,  “  and  everybody  here  says  its  true.  One 
fellow  that  was  fighting  happened  to  have  a  dog, 
and  the  dog  was  allowed  in.  Well,  the  other  fellow, 
by  accident,  sliced  off  the  end  of  the  fellow  that  had 
the  dog’s  nose — I  don’t  mean  the  dog’s  nose,  you 
know,  but  the  fellow’s.  That  was  going  a  bit  far, 
you  know  ;  they  don’t  generally  go  so  far.  Well, 
the  doctor  said  that  would  be  all  right,  they  could 
easily  make  it  grow  on  again  ;  but  when  they  looked 
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for  the  nose — the  dog  had  eaten  it  l  They  never 
allow  dogs  in  now.” 

It  was  a  simple  little  story,  and  it  bore  marks  of 
unmistakable  age  and  many  aliases,  but  it  did  much 
to  reconcile  the  Senator  to  the  University  student  of 
Heidelberg,  and  especially  to  his  dog. 


CHAPTER  XXVI 


EMMELINE  had  childlike  lapses  ;  she  rejoiced 
greatly,  for  instance,  at  seeing  a  Strasbourg 
stork.  She  confessed,  when  she  saw  it,  to  having 
read  Hans  Andersen  when  she  was  a  little  girl,  and 
was  happy  in  the  resemblance  of  the  tall  chimneys 
he  stood  on,  and  the  high-pitched  red  roofs  he  sur¬ 
veyed,  to  the  pictures  she  remembered.  But,  for 
that  matter,  so  were  we  all.  We  had  an  hour  and 
a  half  at  Strasbourg,  and  we  drove,  of  course,  to  the 
Cathedral  ;  but  it  was  the  stork  that  we  saw,  and 
that  each  of  us  privately  considered  the  really  valu¬ 
able  impression.  He  stood  beside  his  nest  with  his 
chin  sunk  in  his  neck,  looking  immensely  lucky  and 
wise,  and  one  quite  agreed  with  Emmeline  that  it 
must  be  lovely  to  live  under  him. 

We  lunched  at  the  station,  and,  as  the  meal  pro¬ 
gressed,  saw  again  how  widespread  and  sincere  is 
the  German  sentiment  to  which  I  alluded,  perhaps 
too  lightly,  in  the  last  chapter.  Our  waitresses 
were  all  that  could  be  desired,  until  there  came 
between  us  and  them  a  youth  from  parts  without. 
He  was  sallow,  and  the  waitresses  were  buxom  ; 
he  might  have  been  a  student  of  law  or  medicine, 
they  were  naturally  of  much  lower  degree.  But 
they  frankly  forsook  us  and  sat  down  beside  him 
in  terms  of  devotion  and  an  open  aspect  of  radiant 
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happiness.  When  one  went  to  draw  his  lager  beer 
he  put  an  unrepelled  arm  round  the  waist  of  the 
other,  and  when  the  first  came  back  he  chucked 
her  under  the  chin  with  undisguised  affection,  the 
while  we  looked  on  and  starved,  none  knowing  the 
language  except  Isabel,  who  thought  of  nothing  but 
blushing.  As  Mr  Malt  said,  if  the  young  man  could 
only  have  made  up  his  mind,  we  might  have  been 
able  to  get  along  with  the  rejected  one  ;  but, 
apparently,  he  was  not  in  the  least  embarrassed 
by  numbers,  sending  a  large  and  beguiling  smile 
to  yet  a  further  hand-maiden,  who  passed  enviously 
through  the  spcise-salle  with  a  basin  of  soup.  It 
was  only  when  Dicky  stalked  across  to  the  old 
woman  who  sold  sausages  and  biscuits  behind  a 
counter,  and  pointed  indignantly  to  the  person  who 
held  all  the  available  table  service  of  the  Strasbourg 
railway  station  on  his  knees,  that  we  obtained  redress. 
The  old  woman  laughed  as  if  it  were  amusing,  and 
called  the  maidens  shrilly  ;  but  even  then  they  came 
with  reluctance,  as  if  we  had  been  mere  schnapps 
instead  of  ten  complete  luncheons,  one  soup,  and  a 
bread  and  cheese,  as  Dicky  said.  The  bread  and 
cheese  was  the  Count,  and  one  gathered  from  it 
that  the  improvement  in  his  immediate  prospects 
was  not  yet  assured,  that  the  arrangimento  was 
still  in  futuro. 

We  had  become  such  a  large  party,  that  it  is 
impossible  to  relate  the  whole  of  our  experiences 
even  in  the  half  hour  during  which  we  dawdled 
round  the  Strasbourg  waiting-room  until  the  train 
should  start.  I  know  it  was  then,  for  instance, 
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that  Mrs  Portheris  took  Dicky  aside  and  told  him 
how  deeply  she  sympathised  with  him  in  his  trying 
position,  and  bade  him  only  be  faithful  to  the 
dictates  of  his  own  heart  and  all  would  come 
right  in  time.  I  know  Dicky  promised  faithfully 
to  do  so,  but  I  must  not  dwell  upon  it.  Nor  is 
the  opportunity  adequate  to  express  the  indigna¬ 
tion  we  all  felt,  and  not  Mr  Mafferton  merely,  at 
the  insufficient  personal  impression  we  made  upon 
the  German  railway  officials.  They  were  so  com¬ 
pletely  preoccupied  with  their  magnificent  selves 
and  their  vast  business  that  they  were  unable 
even  to  look  at  us  when  we  asked  them  questions, 
and  their  sole  conception  of  a  reply  was  an  order, 
in  terms  that  sounded  brutal  to  a  degree.  They 
were  objectionably  burly  and  red  in  the  face ;  they 
wore  an  offensive  number  of  buttons  and  straps 
upon  their  uniforms.  As  Mr  Mafferton  said  they 
utterly  misconceived  their  position  in  life,  attempt¬ 
ing  to  Kaiser  the  travelling  public  by  Divine  right 
instead  of  recognising  themselves  its  humble  servants, 
bottoned  only  to  be  made  more  agreeable  to  the 
eye. 

One  such  person  trampled  upon  us  to  such  an 
extent  that  I  have  never  been  able  to  satisfy  myself 
that  the  Senator  was  sincere  in  making  his  little 
mistake.  We  were  sitting  in  dejected  rows,  with  a 
number  of  other  foreigners  who  had  been  similarly 
reduced,  when  this  official  entered  the  waiting-room, 
advanced  to  the  middle  of  it,  posed  with  great 
majesty,  and  emitted  several  bars  of  a  kind  of  chant 
or  chime.  It  was  delivered  with  too  much  vigour, 
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and  it  stopped  too  abruptly,  to  be  entirely  enjoyable  ; 
but  there  was  no  doubt  about  the  musical  intention. 
It  was  not  even  intoning  ;  it  was  singing,  beginning 
with  moderation,  going  on  stronger  with  indignation, 
and  ending  suddenly  in  a  crescendo  of  denunciation. 

We  smiled  in  difficult  self-restraint  as  he  went 
away,  and  Dicky  remarked  that  he  supposed  we 
were  in  their  hands,  we  couldn’t  object  to  anything 
they  did  to  us.  In  five  minutes  he  came  back  to 
exactly  the  same  spot  and  sang  again  the  same 
words,  in  the  same  key,  with  the  same  unction. 
“  Encore  !  ”  exclaimed  Mr  Malt,  boldly,  but  cowered 
under  the  glare  that  was  turned  upon  him,  and 
utterly  fell  away  when  we  reminded  him  of  the 
punishments  attached  in  Germany  to  the  charge  of 
lese  majeste.  Precisely  five  minutes  more  passed 
away,  and  Bawlinbuttons,  as  Miss  Callis  called  him, 
entered  again.  Then  occurred  the  Senator’s  little 
mistake.  In  the  midst  of  the  second  bar,  the  in¬ 
dignant  one,  Bawlinbuttons  stopped  short,  petrified 
by  poppa,  who  had  advanced  and  was  holding  out 
copper  coins  whose  usefulness  we  had  left  behind 
us,  to  the  value  of  about  fifteen  cents. 

“  Here’s  the  collection,”  said  poppa  benevolently 
— for  an  instant  or  two  he  was  quite  audible — 
“  but  unless  you  know  some  other  tune  the  company 
wish  me  to  say  that  they  won’t  trouble  you  any 
further.” 

There  are  misunderstandings  that  are  never 
rectified,  sometimes  because  a  train  draws  up  at 
the  platform  as  in  this  case,  and  sometimes  for 
other  reasons,  and  it  was  natural  enough  that 
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poppa  should  fail  to  comprehend  Bawlinbuttons’ 
indignant  shouts  to  the  effect  that  a  Kaiser  should 
never  be  mistaken  for  an  organ-grinder,  merely 
because  his  tastes  are  musical.  Neither  is  it  likely 
that  the  various  Teutons  who  were  waiting  for 
the  information  will  ever  understand  why  the 
announcement  that  the  train  for  Saarburg,  Nancy, 
Frankfort,  and  Mayence  would  leave  at  ten  o’clock 
precisely  was  never  completed  for  the  third  time, 
according  to  the  regulation.  But  we  have  often 
wondered  since  what  Bawlinbuttons  did  with  the 
coppers. 

We  divided  up  on  the  way  to  Mayence,  and  Mr 
and  Mrs  Malt  came  into  the  compartment  with  the 
Senator,  momma  and  me.  Mr  Malt  was  unsatisfied 
with  poppa’s  revenge  on  Bawlinbuttons,  and  proposed 
to  make  things  awkward  further  for  the  guard.  He 
said  it  could  be  done  very  simply,  by  a  disagreement 
between  himself  and  the  Senator  as  to  whether  the 
windows  should  be  open  or  shut.  He  said  he  had 
heard  of  a  German  guard  put  to  the  most  enjoyable 
misery  by  such  a  dispute,  not  knowing  the  language 
of  the  disputants  and  being  forced  to  arbitrate  upon 
their  respective  demands.  Mr  Malt  had  laughed  at 
the  Senator’s  joke,  so  the  Senator,  of  course,  had  to 
assist  at  Mr  Malt’s,  and  they  began  to  work  them¬ 
selves  up,  as  Mr  Malt  said,  into  the  spirit  of  it.  Mr 
Malt  was  to  insist  that  the  windows  should  be  shut, 
he  said  he  had  got  a  trifling  cold,  and  the  Senator 
was  to  require  them  open  in  the  interests  of  ventila¬ 
tion.  They  rehearsed  their  arguments,  and  momma 
putting  her  head  out  of  the  window  at  the  first  small 
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station  cried,  “  Be  quick  and  change  your  expressions 
— he’s  coming  !  ” 

In  the  presence  of  the  guard  Mr  Malt  rose  with 
dignity  and  closed  the  windows.  The  Senator,  with 
a  well  simulated  scowl,  at  once  opened  them  both. 

“  Stranger  !  ”  said  Mr  Malt,  while  momma  fumbled 
for  her  ticket,  “  I  shut  those  windows.” 

“  Sir,”  responded  poppa,  “  if  you  had  not  done  so 
I  shouldn’t  have  been  obliged  to  open  them.” 

“  I  can’t  die  of  pneumonia,  sir,”  said  Mr  Malt, 
again  closing  the  window,  “to  oblige^//.” 

“  Nor  do  I  feel  compelled,”  returned  the  Senator 
furiously,  “  to  asphyxiate  my  family  to  make  it 
comfortable  for  you  !  ”  and  the  window  fell  with 
a  bang. 

The  guard,  holding  out  a  massive  hand  for  my 
ticket,  took  no  notice  whatever. 

“  Put  it  up  again,”  said  Mrs  Malt,  who  was  more 
anxious  than  any  of  us  to  avenge  herself  upon  the 
German  railway  system,  “  and  try  to  break  the  glass.” 

“  Attract  his  attention,  Alexander,”  said  momma. 
“  Pull  one  of  his  silly  buttons  off.” 

The  guard  gave  no  sign — he  was  replacing  the 
elastic  round  my  book  of  coupons  after  detaching 
the  green  one  on  which  was  printed,  “  Strasburg 
nach  Mainz.” 

Poppa  and  Mr  Malt  were  sitting  opposite  each 
other  in  the  middle  of  the  carriage. 

“  I  tell  you  I’ve  got  bronchial  trouble,  and  I 
won’t  be  manslaughtered,”  cried  Mr  Malt,  hurling 
himself  upon  the  strap,  while  poppa  seized  the  guard 
by  the  arm  and  pointed  to  the  closed  window.  The 
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only  foreign  language  with  which  poppa  is  acquainted 
is  that  used  by  the  Indians  on  the  banks  of  the 
Saguenay  river,  a  few  words  of  which  he  acquired 
while  salmon  fishing  there  two  years  ago.  These 
he  poured  forth  upon  the  guard — they  were  the 
only  ones  that  occurred  to  him  he  said — at  the 
same  time  threatening  with  his  disengaged  fist, 
bodily  assault  upon  Mr  Malt. 

“  That  ought  to  draw  him,”  said  Mrs  Malt. 

It  did  draw  him. 

“  Leave  go !  ”  he  said  to  poppa,  and  his  air  of 
authority  was  such  that  poppa  left  go.  “  Is  this 
here  a  lunatic  party,  or  a  young  menagerie,  or  what  ? 
Now  look  here,”  he  continued,  taking  Mr  Malt  by 
the  elbow  and  seating  him  with  some  violence  in  a 
corner  seat  and  shutting  the  window.  “If  you’ve 
got  eight  tickets  for  yourself  say  so,  if  you  haven’t, 
that’s  as  much  an’  more  than  you  are  entitled  to. 

The  other  gentleman - ”  but  the  Senator  had 

already  collapsed  into  the  furthest  corner  and  was 
looking  fixedly  through  the  closed  glass.  “  Well,  all 
I’ve  got  to  say  is,”  he  went  on,  lowering  that  window 
with  decision,  “  that  you  can’t  go  kickin’  up  rows  in 
this  country  same  as  you  do  at  home,  an’  if  you 

can’t  get  along  more  satisfactory  together  I’ll - ” 

here  something  interrupted  him,  requiring  to  be 
transferred  from  the  Senator’s  hand  to  the  nearest 
convenient  pocket.  “  As  I  was  goin’  to  say,  gentle¬ 
men,  there  isn’t  any  what  you  might  call  strict  rule 
about  the  windows,  an’  as  far  as  I’m  concerned, 
you  can  settle  it  for  yourselves.” 

Whereupon  he  swung  along  to  the  next  carriage 
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the  train  having  started,  and  left  us  to  reflect  on  the 
incongruity  of  an  English  railway  guard  in  Germany. 

It  was  curious,  but  the  incident  left  behind  it  a 
certain  coolness,  so  well  defined  that  when  momma 
suggested  that  the  Malts’  window  should  be  lowered 
as  it  was  before  to  give  us  a  current  of  air,  Mrs  Malt 
said  she  thought  it  would  be  better  to  abide  by  the 
decision  of  the  guard,  now  that  we  had  referred  it 
to  him,  and  momma  said,  “  Oh  dear  me,  yes,”  if  she 
preferred  to  do  so,  and  everybody  established  the 
most  aggressively  private  relations  with  books  and 
newspapers.  It  was  quite  a  relief  when  Mrs  Portheris 
came  at  the  next  station  to  inquire  whether,  if  we 
had  no  married  Germans  in  our  compartment,  we 
could  possibly  make  room  for  Isabel.  Mrs  Portheris 
had  married  Germans  in  her  compartment,  two  pairs 
of  them,  and  she  could  no  longer  permit  her  daughter 
to  observe  their  behaviour.  “  They  obtrude  their 
domestic  relations,”  said  Mrs  Portheris,  “  in  the  most 
disgusting  way.  They  are  continually  patting  each 
other.  Quite  middle-aged,  too  !  And  calling  each 
other  ‘  Leibchen,’  and  other  things  which  may  be 
worse.  My  poor  Isabel  is  dreadfully  embarrassed, 
for,  of  course,  she  can’t  always  look  out  of  the 
window.  And  as  she  understands  the  language 
I  can’t  possibly  tell  what  she  may  overhear !  ” 

We  made  room  for  Isabel,  but  the  train  to 
Mayence  was  crowded  that  day,  and  before  we 
arrived  we  had  ample  reason  to  believe  that  con¬ 
jugal  affection  is  not  only  at  home  but  abroad  in 
Germany.  The  Senator,  at  one  point,  threatened 
to  travel  on  the  engine  to  avoid  it.  He  used,  I 
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think,  the  language  of  exaggeration  about  it.  He 
said  it  was  the  most  objectionable  article  made 
in  Germany.  But  I  did  not  notice  that  Isabel 
devoted  herself  at  all  seriously  to  looking  out  of 
the  window. 


CHAPTER  XXVII 

HE  tells  me,”  said  Miss  Callis,  “  that  you  are  to 
give  him  his  answer  at  Cologne.” 

“  Does  he,  indeed  ?  ”  said  I.  We  were  floating 
down  the  Rhine  in  the  society  of  our  friends,  two 
hundred  and  fifty  other  floaters,  and  a  string  band. 
We  had  left  the  battlements  of  Bingen,  and  the 
Mouse  Tower  was  in  sight.  As  we  had  already 
acquired  the  legend,  and  were  sitting  behind  the 
smoke  stack,  there  was  no  reason  why  we  should 
not  discuss  Mr  Mafferton. 

“  I  suppose  he  does  not,  by  any  chance,  mention 
an  alternative  lady,”  I  said  carelessly. 

“  I  don’t  know,”  said  Miss  Callis,  “  that  I  should 
be  disposed  to  listen  to  him  if  he  did.  He  would 
have  to  put  it  in  some  other  light.” 

“  Why  should  you  object  ?  ”  I  asked.  “  Isabel  is 
quite  a  proper  person  to  marry  him.  Much  more  so, 
I  often  think,  than  I.” 

“  Oh  !  ”  said  Miss  Callis  without  meaning  to.  “  I 
think  he  has  outgrown  that  taste.  In  fact,  he  told 
me  so.” 

“  He  is  for  ever  seeking  a  fresh  bosom  for  a  con¬ 
fidence  !  ”  I  cried. 

Miss  Callis  looked  at  me  with  more  interest  than 
she  would  have  wished  to  express. 

U 
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“  What  do  you  really  think  of  him  ?  ”  she  asked. 
“  I  sometimes  feel  as  if  I  had  known  you  for  years,” 
and  she  took  my  hand. 

I  gave  hers  a  gentle  pressure,  and  edged  a  little 
nearer.  “  He  has  good  shoulders,”  I  remarked 
critically. 

“  You  would  hardly  marry  him  for  his  shoulders  !  ” 

“  It  doesn’t  seem  quite  enough,”  I  admitted,  “  but 
then — his  information  is  always  so  accurate.” 

“  If  you  think  you  would  like  living  with  an 
encyclopedia.”  Miss  Callis  had  begun  to  look  em¬ 
barrassed  by  my  hand,  but  I  still  permitted  it  to 
nestle  confidingly  in  hers. 

“  He  pronounces  all  his  g’s,”  I  said,  “  and — did 
you  ever  see  him  in  a  silk  hat  ?  ” 

“  I  don’t  think  you  are  really  attached  to  him, 
dear.”  (The  “  dear  ”  was  a  really  creditable  sacrifice 
to  the  situation.) 

“  I  sometimes  think,”  I  murmured,  “  that  one  never 
knows  one’s  own  heart  until  some  sudden  circum¬ 
stance  puts  it  to  the  test.  Now  if  I  had  a  rival 
— in  you  for  instance — and  I  suddenly  saw  myself 
losing — but,  of  course,  that  is  impossible  so  far  as 
you  are  concerned.  Because  of  the  Count.” 

“  The  Count  isn’t  in  it,”  said  Miss  Callis  firmly. 
“  At  least  at  present.” 

“  But,”  I  protested,  “  somebody  must  provide  for 
him  !  I  was  so  happy  in  the  thought  that  you  had 
undertaken  it.” 

Miss  Callis  gave  me  back  my  hand.  She  looked 
as  if  she  would  have  liked  to  throw  it  overboard. 

“  As  you  say,”  she  said,  “  it  is  a  little  difficult  to 
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make  up  one’s  mind.  Don’t  you  think  those  rocks 
to  the  right  may  be  the  Lorelei  ?  I  must  go  and 
tell  Mrs  Malt.  She  won’t  be  fit  to  travel  with  for  a 
week  if  she  misses  the  Lorelei.”  And  Miss  Callis 
left  me  to  reflect  upon  the  inconsistencies  of  my  sex. 

“  Do  you  realise,”  said  Dicky,  as,  with  an  assumed 
air  of  nonchalance,  he  sauntered  up  and  took  her 
chair,  “  that  we  shall  be  in  Cologne  in  five  hours  ?  ” 

“  Fateful  Cologne,”  I  said.  “  There  are  Roman 
remains,  I  believe,  as  well  as  the  Cathedral  and  the 
scent.  Also  a  Museum  of  Industrial  Art,  but  we’ll 
skip  that.” 

“  We’ll  skip  all  of  it,”  replied  Mr  Dod,  with 
determination,  “  you  and  I  and  Isabel.  The  train 
for  Paris  leaves  at  nine  precisely.” 

“  Haven’t  you  made  up  your  minds  to  let  me  off,” 
I  pleaded.  “  I  am  sure  you  would  be  happier  alone. 
It’s  so  unusual  to  elope  with  two  ladies.” 

“You  don’t  seem  to  realise  how  Isabel  has  been 
brought  up,”  Dicky  returned,  patiently.  “  She  can’t 
travel  alone  with  me,  don’t  you  see,  until  we  are 
married.  Afterwards  she’ll  chaperone  you  back  to 
your  party  again.  So  it  will  be  all  right  for  you , 
don’t  you  see  ?  ” 

I  was  obliged  to  say  I  saw,  and  we  arranged  the 
details.  We  would  reach  Cologne  about  six,  and 
Isabel  and  I,  who  would  share  a  room  as  usual,  were 
secretly  to  pack  one  bag  between  us,  which  Dicky 
would  smuggle  out  of  the  hotel  and  send  to  the 
station.  Isabel  was  to  be  fatigued  and  dine  in 
her  room  ;  I  was  to  leave  the  table  d'hote  early  to 
solace  her,  Dicky  was  to  dine  at  a  cafi  and  meet  us 
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at  the  station.  We  would  put  out  the  lights  and 
lock  the  door  of  the  apartment  on  our  departure, 
and  the  chambermaid  with  hot  water  in  the  morning 
would  be  the  first  to  discover  our  flight.  We  only 
regretted  that  we  could  not  be  there  to  see  the 
astonishment  of  the  chambermaid.  “  I  won’t  fail 
you,”  I  assured  Mr  Dod,  “  but  what  about  Isabel  ? 
Isabel  is  essential  ;  in  fact,  I  won’t  consent  to  this 
elopement  without  her.” 

“  Isabel,”  said  Dicky,  dubiously,  “  is  all  right,  so 
far  as  her  intentions  go.  But  she’d  be  the  better 
for  a  little  stiffening.  Would  you  mind - ” 

I  groaned  in  spirit,  but  went  in  search  of  Isabel, 
thinking  of  phrases  that  might  stiffen  her.  I  found 
her  looking  undecided,  with  a  pencil  and  a  slip  of 
paper. 

“  How  lucky  you  are,”  I  said  diplomatically, 
sinking  into  the  nearest  chair,  “  to  be  going  to  wind 
up  your  trip  on  the  Continent  in  such  a  delightful 
way.  It  will  be — ah — something  to  remember  all 
your  life.” 

“  Oh,  I  suppose  so,”  said  Isabel  plaintively,  “  but 
I  should  so  much  prefer  to  be  done  in  church.  If 
mamma  would  only  consent !  ” 

“  She  never  would,”  I  declared,  for  I  felt  that  I 
must  see  Isabel  Mrs  Dod  within  the  next  day  or 
two  at  all  costs. 

“  A  registry  office  sounds  so  uninteresting.  I 
suppose  one  just  goes — as  one  is.” 

“  I  don’t  think  veils  and  trains  are  worn,”  I 
observed,  “  except  by  persons  of  high  rank  who 
do  not  approve  of  the  marriage  service.  I  don’t 
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know  what  the  Marquis  of  Queensberry  might  do, 
or  Mr  Grant  Allen.” 

“  Of  course,  the  ceremony  doesn’t  matter  to  them" 
replied  Isabel,  intelligently,  “  because  they  would  just 
wear  morning  dress  anywhere .” 

“  Looking  at  it  that  way,  they  haven’t  much  to 
lose,”  I  conceded. 

“  And  no  wedding  cake,”  grieved  Isabel,  “  and  no 
reception  at  the  house  of  the  bride’s  mother.  And 
you  can’t  have  your  picture  in  the  Queen .” 

“  There  would  be  a  difficulty,”  I  said,  “  about  the 
descriptive  part.” 

“  And  no  favours  for  the  coachman,  and  no 
trousseau - ” 

“  I  wonder,”  I  said,  “  whether,  under  those  circum¬ 
stances,  it’s  really  worth  while.” 

“  Oh,  well  !  ”  said  Isabel. 

“  It’s  a  night  to  Paris,  and  a  morning  to  Dover,” 
I  said.  We  will  wait  for  the  others  at  Dover — I 
fancy  they’ll  hurry — that’ll  be  another  day.  I’ll 
take  one  robe  de  nuit ,  Isabel,  three  pocket  hand¬ 
kerchiefs,  one  brush  and  comb,  and  tooth  brush. 
You  shall  have  all  the  rest  of  the  bag.” 

“  You  are  a  perfect  love,”  exclaimed  Miss 
Portheris,  with  the  most  touching  gratitude. 

“  We  will  share  the  soap,”  I  continued,  “  until 
you  are  married.  Afterwards - ” 

“  Oh,  you  can  have  it  then,”  said  Isabel,  “  of 
course,”  and  she  looked  at  the  Castle  of  Rheinfels 
and  blushed  beautifully. 


CHAPTER  XXVIII 


THERE  was  only  one  thing  that  disappointed 
me,”  Mrs  Malt  was  saying  at  the  dinner  table 
of  the  Cologne  Hotel,  “  and  that  wasn’t  so  much 
what  you  would  call  a  disappointment  as  a  surprise. 
White  window-blinds  in  a  robber  castle  on  the  Rhine 
I  did  not  expect  to  see.” 

I  slipped  away  before  momma  had  time  to 
announce  and  explain  her  disappointments,  but  I 
heard  her  begin.  Then  I  felt  safe,  for  criticism  of 
the  Rhine  is  absorbing  matter  for  conversation. 
The  steamer’s  custom  of  giving  one  stewed  plums 
with  chicken  is  an  affront  to  civilisation  to  last  a 
good  twenty  minutes  by  itself.  I  tried  to  occupy 
and  calm  Isabel’s  mind  with  it  as  we  walked  over 
to  the  station,  under  the  twin  towers  of  the  Cathe¬ 
dral,  but  with  indifferent  success.  To  add  to  her 
agitation  at  this  crisis  of  her  life,  the  top  button 
came  off  her  glove,  and  when  that  happened  I  felt 
the  inutility  of  words. 

We  passed  the  policeman  on  the  Cathedral  square 
with  affected  indifference.  We  believed  we  were 
not  liable  to  arrest,  but  policemen,  when  one  is 
eloping,  have  a  forbidding  look.  We  refrained,  by 
mutual  arrangement,  from  turning  once  to  look  back 
for  possible  pursuers,  but  that  is  not  a  thing  I  would 
undertake  to  do  again  under  similar  circumstances. 
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We  even  had  the  hardihood  to  buy  a  box  of  choco¬ 
lates  on  the  way,  that  is,  Isabel  bought  them,  while 
I  watched  current  events  at  the  confectioner’s  door. 
The  station  was  really  only  about  seven  minutes’ 
walk  from  the  hotel,  but  it  seemed  an  hour  before  I 
was  able  to  point  out  Dicky,  alert  and  expectant,  on 
the  edge  of  the  platform  behind  the  line  of  cabs. 

“  So  near  the  fulfilment  of  his  hopes,  poor  fellow,” 
I  remarked. 

“Yes,”  concurred  Isabel,  “but  do  you  know  I 
almost  wish  he  wasn’t  coming.” 

“  Don’t  tell  him  so,  whatever  you  do,”  I  exclaimed. 
“  I  know  Dicky’s  sensitive  nature,  and  it  is  just  as 
likely  as  not  that  he  would  take  you  at  your  word. 
And  I  will  not  elope  with  you  alone.” 

I  need  not  have  been  alarmed.  Isabel  had  no 
intention  of  reducing  the  party  at  the  last  moment. 
I  listened  for  protests  and  hesitations  when  they 
met,  but  all  I  heard  was  ‘  Have  you  got  the  bag  ?  ” 

Dicky  had  the  bag,  the  tickets,  the  places,  every¬ 
thing.  He  had  already  assumed,  though  only  a 
husband  of  to-morrow,  the  imperative  and  respon¬ 
sible  connection  with  Isabel’s  arrangements.  He 
told  her  she  was  to  sleep  with  her  head  toward  the 
engine,  that  she  was  to  drink  nothing  but  soda-water 
at  any  of  the  stations,  and  that  she  must  not,  on  any 
account,  leave  the  carriage  when  we  changed  for 
Paris  until  he  came  for  her.  It  would  be  my 
business  to  see  that  these  instructions  were  carried 
out. 

“  What  shall  I  do,”  I  asked,  “  if  she  cries  in  the 
night  ?  ” 
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But  Dicky  was  sweeping  us  toward  the  waiting- 
room,  and  did  not  hear  me.  He  placed  us  carefully 
in  the  seats  nearest  the  main  door,  which  opened 
upon  the  departure  platform,  full  of  people  hurrying 
to  and  fro,  and  of  the  more  leisurely  movement  of 
shunting  trains.  The  lamps  were  lighted,  though 
twilight  still  hung  about ;  the  scene  was  pleasantly 
exciting.  I  said  to  Isabel  that  I  never  thought  I 
should  enjoy  an  elopement  so  much. 

“  I  shall  enjoy  settling  down,”  she  replied  thought¬ 
fully.  “  Dicky  has  promised  me  that  all  the  china 
shall  be  hand-painted.” 

“You  won’t  mind  my  leaving  you  for  five 
seconds,”  said  Mr  Dod,  suddenly  exploring  his 
breast-pocket ;  “  the  train  doesn’t  leave  for  a  quarter 
of  an  hour  yet,  and  I  find  I  haven’t  a  smoke  about 
me,”  and  he  opened  the  door. 

“  Not  more  than  five  seconds  then,”  I  said,  for 
nothing  is  more  trying  to  the  nerves  than  to  wait 
for  a  train  which  is  due  in  a  few  minutes  and  a  man 
who  is  buying  cigars  at  the  same  time. 

Dicky  left  the  door  open,  and  that  was  how  I 
heard  a  strangely  familiar  voice,  with  an  inflexion  of 
enforced  calm  and  repression,  suddenly  address  him 
from  behind  it. 

“  Good  evening ,  Dod  /  ” 

I  did  not  shriek,  or  even  grasp  Isabel’s  hand.  I 
simply  got  up  and  stood  a  little  nearer  the  door. 
But  I  have  known  few  moments  so  electrical. 

“  My  dear  chap,  how  are  you  ?  ”  exclaimed  Dicky. 
“  How  are  you  ?  Staying  in  Cologne  ?  I’m  just 
off  to  Paris.” 
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I  thought  I  heard  a  heavy  sigh,  but  it  was  some¬ 
what  lost  in  the  trundling  of  the  porters’  trucks. 

“  Then,”  said  Arthur  Page,  for  I  had  not  been 
deceived  ;  “  it  is  as  I  supposed.” 

“  What  did  you  suppose,  old  chap  ?  ”  asked  Dicky 
in  a  joyous  and  expansive  tone. 

“  You  do  not  go  alone  ?  ” 

The  bitterness  of  this  was  not  a  thing  that  could 
be  communicated  to  paper  and  ink. 

“  Why,  no,”  said  Dicky,  “  the  fact  is - ” 

I  saw  the  wave — it  was  characteristic — with 
which  Mr  Page  stopped  him.  “  I  have  been  made 
acquainted  with  the  facts,”  he  said.  “  Do  not  dwell 
upon  them.  I  do  not,  cannot,  blame  you,  if  you 
have  really  won  her  heart.” 

“  So  far  as  I  know,”  said  Dicky,  with  some 
hauteur ;  “  there’s  nothing  in  it  to  give  you  the 
hump.” 

“  Why  waste  time  in  idle  words  ?  ”  replied 
Arthur.  “  You  will  lose  your  train.  I  could  never 
forgive  myself  if  I  were  the  cause  of  that.” 

“  You  won’t  be,”  said  Dicky  sententiously,  looking 
at  his  watch. 

“  But  I  must  ask — must  demand — the  privilege 
of  one  parting  word,”  said  Arthur  firmly.  “  Do  not 
be  apprehensive  of  any  painful  scene.  I  desire 
only  to  wish  her  every  happiness,  and  to  bid  her 
farewell.” 

Mr  Dod,  though  on  the  eve  of  his  wedding  day, 
was  not  wholly  oblivious  of  the  love  affairs  of  other 
people.  I  could  see  a  new-born  and  overwhelming 
comprehension  of  the  situation  in  his  face  as  he  put 
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his  head  in  at  the  door  and  beckoned  to  Isabel. 
Evidently  he  could  not  trust  himself  to  speak. 

“  Miss  Portheris,”  he  said,  with  magnificent  self- 
control,  “  Mr  Page.  Mr  Page  would  like  to  wish 
you  every  happiness  and  to  bid  you  farewell,  Isabel, 
and  I  don’t  see  why  he  shouldn’t.  We  have  still 
five  minutes.” 

There  are  limits  to  the  propriety  of  all  practical 
jokes,  and  I  walked  out  at  once  to  assure  Arthur 
that  his  misunderstanding  was  quite  natural,  and 
somewhat  less  exquisitely  humorous  than  Mr  Dod 
appeared  to  find  it. 

“  I  am  merely  eloping  too,”  I  said,  “  in  case 
anything  should  happen  to  Isabel.”  Realising  that 
this  was  also  being  misinterpreted,  I  added.  “  She 
is  not  accustomed  to  travelling  alone.” 

We  had  shaken  hands,  and  that  always  makes 
a  situation  more  normal,  but  there  was  still  plainly 
an  enormous  amount  to  clear  up,  and  painfully 
little  time  to  do  it  in,  though  Dicky  with  great 
consideration  immediately  put  Isabel  into  the 
carriage  and  followed  her  to  its  remotest  corner, 
leaving  me  standing  at  the  door,  and  Arthur  holding 
it  open.  The  second  bell  rang  as  I  learned  from 
Mr  Page  that  the  Pattersons  had  gone  to  Newport 
this  summer,  and  that  it  was  extremely  hot  in  New 
York  when  he  left.  As  the  guard  came  along  the 
platform  shutting  up  the  doors  of  the  train,  Arthur’s 
agitation  increased,  and  I  saw  that  his  customary 
suffering,  in  connection  with  me,  was  quite  as  great 
as  anybody  could  desire.  The  guard  had  skipped 
our  carriage,  but  it  was  already  vibrating  in  de- 
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parture — creaking — moving.  I  looked  at  Arthur 
in  a  manner — I  confess  it — which  annihilated  our 
two  months  of  separation. 

“  Then  since  you’re  not  going  to  marry  Dod,”  he 
inquired  breathlessly,  walking  along  with  the  train 
— “  I’ve  heard  various  reports — whom,  may  I  ask, 
are  you  going  to  marry  ?  ” 

“  Why,  nobody,”  I  said,  “  unless - ” 

“  Well,  I  should  think  so  !  ”  ejaculated  Arthur, 
and  in  spite'  of  the  frightful  German  language  used 
by  the  guard,  he  jumped  into  the  carriage. 

He  has  maintained  ever  since  that  he  was  obliged 
to  do  it  in  order  to  explain  his  presence  on  the 
platform,  which  was,  of  course,  carrying  the  matter 
to  its  logical  conclusion.  It  seemed  that  the 
Senator  had  advised  him  to  come  over  and  meet 
us  accidentally  in  Venice,  where  he  had  intimated 
that  reunion  would  be  only  a  question  of  privacy 
and  a  full  moon.  On  his  arrival  at  Venice — it  was 
his  gondola  that  we  shared — the  Senator  had  dis¬ 
couraged  him  for  the  moment,  and  had  since 
constantly  telegraphed  him  that  the  opportune 
moment  had  not  yet  arrived.  Finally  poppa  had 
written  to  say  that,  though  he  grieved  to  announce 
that  I  was  engaged  to  Dicky,  and  he  could  not 
guarantee  any  disengagement,  he  was  still  operating 
to  that  end.  This,  however,  precipitated  Mr  Page 
to  Cologne,  where  observation  of  our  movements 
at  a  distance  brought  him  to  the  wrong  conclusion, 
but  fortunately  to  the  right  platform.  As  Isabel 
remarked,  if  such  things  were  put  in  books  nobody 
would  believe  them. 
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It  seemed  quite  unreasonable  and  absurd  when 
we  talked  it  over  that  Arthur  and  I  should  travel 
from  Cologne  to  Dover  merely  to  witness  the 
nuptials  of  Dicky  and  Isabel.  As  Dicky  pointed 
out,  moreover,  our  moral  support  when  it  came  to 
the  interview  with  Mrs  Portheris  would  be  much 
more  valuable  if  it  were  united.  There  would  be 
the  registrar — one  registrar  would  do — and  there 
would  be  the  opportunity  of  making  it  a  square 
party.  These  were  Dicky’s  arguments  ;  Arthur’s 
were  more  personal  but  equally  convincing,  and  I 
must  admit  that  I  thought  a  good  deal  of  the 
diplomatic  anticipation  of  that  magnificent  wedding 
which  was  to  illustrate  and  adorn  the  survival  of 
the  methods  of  the  Doge  of  Venice  in  the  family 
of  a  Senator  of  Chicago.  And  thus  it  was  that  we 
were  all  married  sociably  together  in  Dover  the 
following  morning,  despatching  a  telegram  im¬ 
mediately  afterwards  to  the  Senator  at  the  Cologne 
hotel  as  follows  : 

“  We  have  eloped, 

(Signed)  R.  and  I.  Dod. 

A.  and  M.  PAGE.” 

Later  on  in  the  day  we  added  details,  to  show 
that  we  bore  no  malice,  and  announced  that  we 
were  prepared  to  await  the  arrival  of  the  rest  of 
the  party  for  any  length  of  time,  at  Dover. 

We  even  went  down  to  the  station  to  meet  them, 
where  recriminations  and  congratulations  were  so 
mingled  that  it  was  impossible,  for  some  time,  to 
tell  whether  we  were  most  blessed  or  banned.  Even 
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in  the  confusion  of  the  moment,  however,  I  noticed 
that  Mr  Mafferton  made  Miss  Callis’s  baggage  his 
special  care,  and  saw  clearly  in  the  cordiality  of  her 
sentiments  toward  me,  and  the  firmness  of  her 
manner  in  ordering  him  about,  that  the  future 
peer  had  reached  his  last  alternative. 

I  rejoice  to  add  that  the  day  also  showed  that 
even  Count  Filgiatti  had  fallen,  in  the  general 
ordering  of  fates,  upon  happiness  with  honour.  I 
noticed  that  Emmeline  vigorously  protected  him 
from  the  Customs  officer  who  wished  to  confiscate 
his  cigarettes,  and  I  mentioned  her  air  of  pro¬ 
prietorship  to  her  father. 

“  Why,  yes,”  said  Mr  Malt,  “  he  offered  himself 
as  a  count  you  see,  and  Emmeline  seemed  to  think 
she’d  like  to  have  one,  so  I  closed  with  him.  There 
isn’t  anything  likely  to  come  of  it  for  three  or  four 
years,  but  he’s  willing  to  wait,  and  she’s  got  to 
grow.” 

I  expressed  my  felicitations,  and  Mr  Malt  added 
somewhat  regretfully  that  it  would  have  been  better 
if  he’d  had  more  in  his  clothes,  but  that  was  what 
you  had  to  expect  with  counts  ;  as  a  rule  they 
didn’t  seem  to  have  what  you  might  call  any  money 
use  for  pockets.  In  the  meantime  they  were  taking 
him  home  to  educate  him  in  the  duties  of  American 
citizenship.  Emmeline  put  it  to  me  briefly,  “  I’m 
not  any  Daisy  Miller,”  she  said,  “  and  I  prefer  to 
live  out  of  Rome.” 

Once  a  year  the  present  Lady  Mafferton  invites 
Mrs  Portheris  to  tea,  and  I  know  they  discuss  my 
theory  of  engagements  in  a  critical  spirit.  We  have 
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never  seen  either  Miss  Nancy  or  Miss  Cora  Bingham 
again,  and  I  should  have  forgotten  the  names  of 
Mr  Pabbley  and  Mr  Hinkson  by  this  time  if  I  had 
not  written  them  down  in  earlier  chapters.  Arthur 
and  I  have  not  yet  made  up  our  minds  to  another 
visit  to  England.  We  have  several  friends  there, 
however,  whom  we  appreciate  exceedingly,  in  spite, 
as  we  often  say  to  one  another  of  their  absurd  and 
deplorable  accent. 


THE  END 
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Poetry 

THE  POEMS  OF  WILLIAM  SHAKESPEARE.  Edited 
with  an  Introduction  and  Notes  by  George  Wyndham,  M. P. 
Demy  8vo.  Buckram ,  gilt  top.  ioa  6d. 

This  edition  contains  the  ‘Venus,’  ‘Lucrece’  and  Sonnets,  and  is  prefaced  with  an 
elaborate  introduction  of  over  140  pp.  The  text  is  founded  on  the  first  quartos, 
with  an  endeavour  to  retain  the  original  reading.  A  set  of  notes  deals  with 
the  problems  of  Date,  The  Rival  Poets,  Typography,  and  Punctuation  ;  and  the 
editor  has  commented  on  obscure  passages  in  the  light  of  contemporary  works. 
The  publishers  believe  that  no  such  complete  edition  has  ever  been  published. 

Travel  and  Adventure 

THREE  YEARS  IN  SAVAGE  AFRICA.  By  Lionel  Decle. 
With  an  Introduction  by  H.  M.  Stanley,  M.P.  With  100  Illus¬ 
trations  and  5  Maps.  Demy8vo.  2\s. 

Few  Europeans  have  had  the  same  opportunity  of  studying  the  barbarous  parts  of 
Africa  as  Mr.  Decle.  Starting  from  the  Cape,  he  visited  in  succession  Bechuana- 
land,  the  Zambesi,  Matabeleland  and  Mashonaland,  the  Portuguese  settlement  on 
the  Zambesi,  Nyasaland,  Ujiji,  the  headquarters  of  the  Arabs,  German  East 
Africa,  Uganda  (where  he  saw  fighting  in  company  with  the  late  Major  ‘  Roddy  ’ 
Owen),  and  British  East  Africa.  In  his  book  he  relates  his  experiences,  his 
minute  observations  of  native  habits  and  customs,  and  his  views  as  to  the  work 
done  in  Africa  by  the  various  European  Governments,  whose  operations  he  was 
able  to  study.  The  whole  journey  extended  over  7000  miles,  and  occupied 
exactly  three  years. 

EXPLORATION  AND  HUNTING  IN  CENTRAL 
AFRICA.  By  Major  A.  St.  H.  Gibbons,  F.R.G.S.  With  8  full- 
page  Illustrations  by  C.  WHYMPER,  photographs  and  Map.  Demy 
Svo.  1  5a 

This  is  an  account  of  travel  and  adventure  among  the  Marotse  and  contiguous  tribes, 
with  a  description  of  their  customs,  characteristics,  and  history,  together  with  the 
author’s  experiences  in  hunting  big  game.  The  illustrations  are  by  Mr.  Charles 
Whymper,  and  from  photographs.  There  is  a  map  by  the  author  of  the  hitherto 
unexplored  regions  lying  between  the  Zambezi  and  Kafukwi  rivers  and  from  t8’ 
to  15°  S.  lat. 

WITH  THE  MASHONALAND  FIELD  FORCE,  1896. 
By  Lieut. -Colonel  Alderson.  With  numerous  Illustrations  and 
Plans.  Demy  8 vo.  12 s.  6 d. 

This  is  an  account  of  the  military  operations  in  Mashonaland  by  the  officer  who 
commanded  the  troops  in  that  district  during  the  late  rebellion.  Besides  its 
interest  as  a  story  of  warfare,  it  will  have  a  peculiar  value  as  an  account  of  the 
services  of  mounted  infantry  by  one  of  the  chief  authorities  on  the  subject. 
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CAMPAIGNING  ON  THE  UPPER  NILE  AND  NIGER. 
By  Lieut.  Seymour  Vandeleur.  With  an  Introduction  by  Sir  G. 
Goldie.  With  two  Maps,  Illustrations  anw  Plans.  Large  Cr .  8vo. 
io s.  6d. 

A  narrative  of  service  (i)  in  the  Equatorial  Lakes  and  on  the  Upper  Nile  in  1895  and 
1856  ;  and  (2)  under  Sir  George  Goldie  in  the  Niger  campaign  of  January 
1897,  describing  the  capture  of  Bida  and  Ilorin,  and  the  French  occupation  of 
Boussa.  The  book  thus  deals  with  the  two  districts  of  Africa  where  now  the 
French  and  English  stand  face  to  face. 

THE  NIGER  SOURCES.  By  Colonel  J.  Trotter,  R.A. 
With  a  Map  and  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo.  5A 

A  book  which  at  the  present  time  should  be  of  considerable  interest,  being  an 
account  of  a  Commission  appointed  for  frontier  delimitation. 

LIFE  AND  PROGRESS  IN  AUSTRALASIA.  By  Michael 
Davitt,  M.P.  With  two  Maps.  Crown  8vo.  6s.  500  pp. 

This  book,  the  outcome  of  a  recent  journey  through  the  seven  Australasian  colonies, 
is  an  attempt  to  give  to  English  readers  a  more  intimate  knowledge  of  a  continent 
colonised  by  their  own  race.  The  author  sketches  the  general  life,  resources, 
politics,  parties,  progress,  prospects,  and  scenery  of  each  colony.  He  made  a 
careful  examination  of  the  West  Australian  goldfields,  and  he  has  paid  special 
attention  to  the  development  of  practical  politics  in  the  colonies.  The  book  is 
full  of  anecdotes  and  picturesque  description. 

History  and  Biography 

A  HISTORY  OF  THE  ART  OF  WAR.  By  C.  W.  Oman, 
M.A.,  Fellow  of  All  Souls’,  Oxford.  Vol.  II.  Medieval  War¬ 
fare.  Dewy  8vo  Illustrated.  21  s. 

Mr.  Oman  is  engaged  on  a  History  of  the  Art  of  War,  of  which  the  above,  though 
covering  the  middle  period  from  t’ne  fall  of  the  Roman  Empire  to  the  general  use 
of  gunpowder  in  Western  Europe,  is  the  first  instalment.  The  first  battle  dealt 
with  will  be  Adrianople  (378)  and  the  last  Navarette  (1367).  There  will  appear 
later  a  volume  dealing  with  the  Art  of  War  among  the  Ancients,  and  another 
covering  the  15th,  16th,  and  17th  centuries. 

The  book  will  deal  mainly  with  tactics  and  strategy,  fortifications  and  siegecraft,  but 
subsidiary  chapters  will  give  some  account  of  the  development  of  arms  and  armour, 
and  of  the  various  forms  of  military  organization  known  to  the  Middle  Ages. 

RELIGION  AND  CONSCIENCE  IN  ANCIENT  EGYPT. 
By  W.  M.  Flinders  Petrie,  D.C.  L.,  LL.D.  Fully  Illustrated. 
Crown  8vo.  2 s.  6d. 

This  volume  deals  mainly  with  the  historical  growth  of  the  Egyptian  religion, 
and  the  arrangement  of  all  the  moral  sayings  into  something  like  a  handbook. 
But  far  larger  interests  are  also  discussed  as  the  origin  of  intolerance,  the 
fusion  of  religions,  the  nature  of  conscience,  and  the  experimental  illustration 
of  British  conscience. 

SYRIA  AND  EGYPT  FROM  THE  TELL  EL  AMARNA 
TABLETS.  By  W.  M.  Flinders  Petrie,  D.C. I..,  LL.D.  Crown 
8vo.  2 s.  6 d. 

This  book  describes  the  results  of  recent  researches  and  discoveries  and  the  light 
thereby  thrown  on  Egyptian  history. 
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THE  DECLINE  AND  FALL  OF  THE  ROMAN  EMPIRE. 
By  Edward  Gibbon.  A  New  Edition,  edited  with  Notes, 
Appendices,  and  Maps  by  J.  B.  Bury,  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Trinity 
College,  Dublin.  In  Seven  Volumes.  Demy  8vo,  gilt  top.  8s.  6 d. 
each.  Crown  8vo.  6s.  each.  Vol.  V. 

THE  EASTERN  QUESTION  IN  THE  EIGHTEENTH 
CENTURY.  By  Albert  Sorel  of  the  French  Academy.  Trans¬ 
lated  by  F.  C.  Bramwell,  M.A.,  with  an  Introduction  by  R.  C.  L. 
Fletcher,  Fellow  of  Magdalen  College,  Oxford.  With  a  Map. 
Crown  8vo.  4 s.  6d. 

This  book  is  a  study  of  the  political  conditions  which  led  up  to  and  governed  the 
first  partition  of  Poland,  and  the  Russo-Turkish  war  of  1768-1774.  It  is 
probably  the  best  existing  examination  of  Eastern  European  politics  in  the 
eighteenth  century,  and  is  an  early  work  of  one  of  the  ablest  of  living  historians. 

THE  LETTERS  OF  VICTOR  HUGO.  Translated  from  the 
French  by  F.  Clarke,  M.A.  In  Two  Volumes.  Demy  8 vo. 
10s.  6d.  each.  Vol.  II.  1815-35. 

A  HISTORY  OF  THE  GREAT  NORTHERN  RAILWAY, 
1 S45-95.  By  C.  H.  Grinling.  With  Maps  and  many  Illustrations. 
Demy  8 vo.  ior.  6d. 

A  record  of  Railway  enterprise  and  development  in  Northern  England,  containing 
much  matter  hitherto  unpublished.  It  appeals  both  to  the  general  reader  and  to 
those  specially  interested  in  railway  construction  and  management. 

ANARCHISM.  By  E.  V.  Zenker.  Demy  8 vo.  ys.  6 d. 

A  critical  study  and  history,  as  well  as  trenchant  criticism  of  the  Anarchist  movement 
in  Europe.  The  book  has  aroused  considerable  attention  on  the  Continent. 

THOMAS  CRxYNMER.  By  A.  J.  Mason,  D.D.,  Canon  of  Can¬ 
terbury.  With  a  Portrait.  Crown  8 vo.  3.?.  6d. 

[. Leaders  of  Religion. 

Theology 

THE  MINISTRY  OF  DEACONESSES.  By  Cecilia  Robin¬ 
son,  Deaconess.  With  an  Introduction  by  the  Lord  Bishop  of 
Winchester,  and  an  Appendix  by  Professor  Armitage  Robinson. 
Crown  8vo.  3 s.  6d. 

This  book  is  a  review  of  the  history  and  theory  of  the  office  and  work  of  a  Deaconess 
and  it  may  be  regarded  as  authoritative. 

DISCIPLINE  AND  LAW.  By  H.  Hensley  Henson,  B.D., 
Fellow  of  All  Soul’s,  Oxford  ;  Incumbent  of  St.  Mary’s  Hospital, 
Ilford  ;  Chaplain  to  the  Bishop  of  St.  Albans.  Fcap.  8vo.  2s.  6 d. 

This  volume  of  devotional  addresses,  suitable  for  Lent,  is  concerned  with  the  value, 
method,  and  reward  of  Discipline  ;  and  with  Law — family,  social  and  individual. 

REASONABLE  CHRISTIANITY.  By  Hastings  Rashdall, 
M.A.,  Fellow  and  Tutor  of  New  College,  Oxford.  Crown  8vo.  6s. 

This  volume  consists  of  twenty  sermons,  preached  chiefly  before  the  University  of 
Oxford.  They  are.an  attempt  to  translate  into  the  language  of  modern  thought 
some  of  the  leading  ideas  of  Christian  theology  and  ethics. 
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THE  HOLY  SACRIFICE.  By  F.  Weston,  M.A.,  Curate  of 
St.  Matthew’s,  Westminster.  Pott  8vo.  is. 

A  small  volume  of  devotions  at  the  Holy  Communion,  especially  adapted  to  the 
needs  of  servers  and  of  those  who  do  not  communicate. 

Gbe  Churchman's  Xtbran?. 

Edited  by  J.  H.  Burn,  B.D. 

A  series  of  books  by  competent  scholars  on  Church  History,  Institu¬ 
tions,  and  Doctrine,  for  the  use  of  clerical  and  lay  readers. 

THE  BEGINNINGS  OF  ENGLISH  CHRISTIANITY.  By 
W.  E.  Collins,  M.A.,  Professor  of  Ecclesiastical  History  at  King’s 
College,  London.  With  Map.  Crown  8vo.  3 s.  6d. 

An  investigation  in  detail,  based  upon  original  authorities,  of  the  beginnings  of  the 
English  Church,  with  a  careful  account  of  earlier  Celtic  Christianity.  The  larger 
aspects  of  the  continental  movement  are  described,  and  some  very  full  appendices 
treat  of  a  number  of  special  subjects. 

SOME  NEW  TESTAMENT  PROBLEMS.  By  Arthur 
Wright,  Fellow  and  Tutor  of  Queen’s  College,  Cambridge.  Crown 
8vo.  6s. 

This  book  deals  with  a  number  of  important  problems  from  the  standpoint  of  the 
'  Higher  Criticism,’  and  is  written  in  the  hope  of  advancing  the  historico-critical 
study  of  the  Synoptic  Gospels  and  of  the  Acts. 

Cbe  Xlbrarg  of  H>eY>ottoit. 

Messrs.  Methuen  have  arranged  to  publish  under  the  above  title  a 
number  of  the  older  masterpieces  of  devotional  literature.  It  is  their 
intention  to  entrust  each  volume  of  the  series  to  an  editor  who  will  not 
only  attempt  to  bring  out  the  spiritual  importance  of  the  book,  but  who 
will  lavish  such  scholarly  care  upon  it  as  is  generally  expended  only  on 
editions  of  the  ancient  classics. 

The  books  will  be  furnished  with  such  Introductions  and  Notes  as  may 
be  necessary  to  explain  the  standpoint  of  the  author,  and  to  comment  on 
such  difficulties  as  the  ordinary  reader  may  find,  without  unnecessary 
intrusion  between  the  author  and  reader. 

Mr.  Laurence  Housman  has  designed  a  title-page  and  a  cover  design. 
Pott  8vo.  2 s. ;  leather  3^. 

THE  CONFESSIONS  OF  ST.  AUGUSTINE.  Newly  Trans¬ 
lated,  with  an  Introduction  and  Notes,  by  C.  Bigg,  D.  D. ,  late 
Student  of  Christ  Church. 

This  volume  contains  the  nine  books  of  the  ‘  Confessions  ’  which  ‘are  suitable  for 
devotional  purposes. 

THE  CHRISTIAN  YEAR.  By  JOHN  Keble.  With  Intro¬ 
duction  and  Notes,  by  Walter  Lock,  D.D.,  Warden  of  Keble 
College,  Ireland  Professor  at  Oxford. 
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THE  IMITATION  OF  CHRIST.  A  Revised  Translation  with 
an  Introduction,  by  C.  Bigg,  D.D.,  late  Student  of  Christ  Church. 

Dr.  Bigg  has  made  a  practically  new  translation  of  this  hook,  which  the  reader 
will  have,  almost  for  the  first  time,  exactly  in  the  shape  in  which  it  left  the 
hands  of  the  author. 

A  BOOK  OF  DEVOTIONS.  By  J.  W.  Stanbridge,  M.A., 
Rector  of  Bainton,  Canon  of  York,  and  sometime  Fellow  of  St.  John’s 
College,  Oxford.  Pott  Svo. 

This  book  contains  devotions,  Eucharistic,  daily  and  occasional,  for  the  use  of 
members  of  the  English  Church,  sufficiently  diversified  for  those  who  possess 
other  works  of  the  kind.  It  is  intended  to  be  a  companion  in  private  and  public 
worship,  and  is  in  harmony  with  the  thoughts  of  the  best  Devotional  writers. 

General  Literature 

THE  GOLFING  PILGRIM.  By  Horace  G.  Hutchinson. 
Crown  Svo.  6s. 

This  book,  by  a  famous  golfer,  contains  the  following  sketches  lightly  and  humorously 
written  : — The  Prologue — The  Pilgrim  at  the  Shrine— Mecca  out  of  Season — The 
Pilgrim  at  Home — The  Pilgrim  Abroad — The  Life  of  the  Links — A  Tragedy  by 
the  Way — Scraps  from  the  Scrip — The  Golfer  in  Art — Early  Pilgrims  in  the  West 
— An  Interesting  Relic. 

WORKHOUSES  AND  PAUPERISM.  By  Louisa  Twining. 
Crown  Svo.  2 s.  6d.  [ Social  Questions  Series. 


Educational 

THE  ODES  AND  EPODES  OF  HORACE.  Translated  by 
A.  D.  Godley,  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Magdalen  College,  Oxford. 
Croivn  Svo.  2 s.  [ Classical  Translations. 

PASSAGES  FOR  UNSEEN  TRANSLATION.  By  E.  C. 
Marchant,  M.A. ,  Fellow  of  Peterhouse,  Cambridge;  and  A.  M. 
Cook,  M.A.,  late  Scholar  of  Wadham  College,  Oxford:  Assistant 
Masters  at  St.  Paul’s  School.  Crown  Svo.  3^.  6d. 

This  book  contains  Two  Hundred  Latin  and  Two  Hundred  Greek  Passages,  and 
has  been  very  carefully  compiled  to  meet  the  wants  of  V.  and  VI.  Form  Boys  at 
Public  Schools.  It  is  also  well  adapted  for  the  use  of  Honour  men  at  the 
Universities. 

EASY  LATIN  EXERCISES  ON  THE  SYNTAX  OF  THE 
SHORTER  AND  REVISED  LATIN  PRIMER.  By  A.  M.  M. 
Stedman,  M.A.  With  Vocabulary.  Seventh  and  Cheaper  Edition. 
Crown  Svo.  is.  6d.  Issued  with  the  consent  of  Dr.  Kennedy. 

A  new  and  cheaper  edition,  thoroughly  revised  by  Mr.  C.  G.  Botting,  of  St.  Paul’s 
School. 

TEST  CARDS  IN  EUCLID  AND  ALGEBRA.  By  D.  S. 
Calderwood,  Headmaster  of  the  Normal  School,  Edinburgh.  In 
a  Packet  of  40,  with  Answers.  ij-. 

A  set  of  cards  for  advanced  pupils  in  elementary  schools. 
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Byzantine  Texts 

Edited  by  J.  B.  Bury,  M.A.,  Professor  of  Modern  History  at 
Trinity  College,  Dublin. 

EVAGRIUS.  Edited  by  Professor  L£on  Parmentier  of 
Liege  and  M.  Bidez  of  Gand.  Demy  8 vo. 

PSELLUS  (HISTORIA).  Edited  by  C.  Sathas.  Demy  Zvo. 

Fiction 

SIMON  DALE.  By  Anthony  Hope.  Illustrated  by  W.  St.  J. 
Harper.  Crown  8vo.  6s. 

A  romance  of  the  reign  of  Charles  II.,  and  Mr.  Anthony  Hope’s  first  historical  novel. 

TRAITS  AND  CONFIDENCES.  By  The  Hon.  Emily  Law¬ 
less,  Author  of  ‘  Hurrish,’  ‘  Maelcho,’  etc.  Crown  8vo.  6s. 

THE  VINTAGE.  By  E.  F.  Benson,  Author  of ‘Dodo.’  Illus¬ 
trated  by  G.  P.  Jacomb-Hood.  Crown  8vo.  6r. 

A  romance  of  the  Greek  War  of  Independence. 

A  VOYAGE  OF  CONSOLATION.  By  Sara  Jeanette 
Duncan.  Author  of ‘An  American  Girl  in  London.’  Crown8vo.  6s. 
The  adventures  of  an  American  girl  in  Europe. 

A  NEW  NOVEL.  By  B.  M.  CROKER,  Author  of  ‘Proper  Pride.’ 

Crown  8vo.  6s. 

ACROSS  THE  SALT  SEAS.  By  J.  Bloundelle-Burton. 
Crown  8vo.  6s. 

MISS  ERIN.  By  M.  E.  Francis,  Author  of  ‘  In  a  Northern 
Village.’  Crowfi  8vo.  6s. 

WILLOWBRAKE.  By  R.  Murray  Gilchrist.  Croivti  8vo.  6s. 

THE  KLOOF  BRIDE.  By  Ernest  Glanville,  Author  of 
‘  The  Fossick er.  ’  Illustrated.  Crown  8vo.  3s.  6d. 

A  story  of  South  African  Adventure. 

BIJLI,  THE  DANCER.  By  James  Blythe  Patton.  Illus¬ 
trated.  Crown  8vo.  6s. 

A  Romance  of  India. 

JOSIAH’S  WIFE.  By  Norma  Lorimer.  Crown  8vo.  6s. 

BETWEEN  SUN  AND  SAND.  By  W.  C.  Scully,  Author 
of  ‘  The  White  Hecatomb.’  Crown  8vo.  6s. 

CROSS  TRAILS.  By  Victor  Waite.  Illustrated.  Crown 
8vo.  6s. 

A  romance  of  adventure  in  America  and  Australia. 

THE  PHILANTHROPIST.  By  Lucy  Maynard.  Crown 
8vo.  6s. 

VAUSSORE.  By  Francis  Brune.  Crown8vo.  6s. 
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Poetry 

RUDYARD  KIPLING’S  NEW  POEMS 

Rudyard  Kipling.  THE  SEVEN  SEAS.  By  Rudyard 

Kipling.  Third  Edition.  Crown  8vo.  Buckram ,  gilt  top.  6s. 

‘  The  new  poems  of  Mr.  Rudyard  Kipling  have  all  the  spirit  and  swing  of  their  pre¬ 
decessors.  Patriotism  is  the  solid  concrete  foundation  on  which  Mr.  Kipling  has 
built  the  whole  of  his  work.’ — Times. 

‘  The  Empire  has  found  a  singer  ;  it  is  no  depreciation  of  the  songs  to  say  that  states¬ 
men  may  have,  one  way  or  other,  to  take  account  of  them.’ — Manchester 
Guardian. 

*  Animated  through  and  through  with  indubitable  genius.’ — Daily  Telegraph. 
‘Packed  with  inspiration,  with  humour,  with  pathos.’ — Daily  Chronicle. 

‘All  the  pride  of  empire,  all  the  intoxication  of  power,  all  the  ardour,  the  energy, 
the  masterful  strength  and  the  wonderful  endurance  and  death-scorning  pluck 
which  are  the  very  bone  and  fibre  and  marrow  of  the  British  character  are  here.’ 
— Daily  Mail. 

Rudyard  Kipling.  BARRACK-ROOM  BALLADS.  By 

Rudyard  Kipling.  Twelfth  Edition.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

‘  Mr.  Kipling’s  verse  is  strong,  vivid,  full  of  character.  .  .  .  Unmistakable  genius 
rings  in  every  line.’ — Times. 

‘The  ballads  teem  with  imagination,  they  palpitate  with  emotion.  We  read  them 
with  laughter  and  tears ;  the  metres  throb  in  our  pulses,  the  cunningly  ordered 
words  tingle  with  life  ;  and  if  this  be  not  poetry,  what  is?’ — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

‘Q.M  POEMS  AND  BALLADS.  By  “Q.”  Crown  Zvo.  $s.  6d. 

‘  This  work  has  just  the  faint,  ineffable  touch  and  glow  that  make  poetry.’ — Speaker. 

“Q.”  GREEN  BAYS:  Verses  and  Parodies.  By  “  Q.,”  Author 
of  ‘  Dead  Man’s  Rock/  etc.  Second  Edition.  Crown  8vo.  35.6 d. 

E.  Mackay.  A  SONG  OF  THE  SEA.  By  Eric  Mackay, 

Second  Edition.  Fcap.  8vo.  5.1. 

*  Everywhere  Mr.  Mackay  displays  himself  the  master  of  a  style  marked  by  all  the 

characteristics  of  the  best  rhetoric.’ — Globe. 

Ibsen.  BRAND.  A  Drama  by  Henrik  Ibsen.  Translated  by 
William  Wilson.  Second  Edition.  Crown  8vo.  3 s.6d. 

‘The  greatest  world-poem  of  the  nineteenth  century  next  to  “Faust.”  It  is  in 
the  same  set  with  “Agamemnon,”  with  “Lear,”  with  the  literature  that  we  now 
instinctively  regard  as  high  and  holy.’ — Daily  Chronicle. 
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“A.  a.”  VERSES  TO  ORDER.  By  “ A.  G.”  Cr.Svo.  2s.6d. 

net. 

A  capital  specimen  of  light  academic  poetry.  These  verses  are  very  bright  and 
engaging,  easy  and  sufficiently  witty.’ — St.  James's  Gazette. 

Cordery.  THE  ODYSSEY  OF  HOMER.  A  Translation  by 
J.  G.  Cordery.  Crown  8 vo.  Js.  6d. 

1  This  new  version  of  the  Odyssey  fairly  deserves  a  place  of  honour  among  its  many 
rivals.  Perhaps  there  is  none  from  which  a  more  accurate  knowledge  of  the 
original  can  be  gathered  with  greater  pleasure,  at  least  of  those  that  are  in  metre.’ 
— Manchester  Guardian. 

Belles  Lettres,  Anthologies,  etc. 

R.  L.  Stevenson.  VAILIMA  LETTERS.  By  Robert  Louis 

Stevenson.  With  an  Etched  Portrait  by  William  Strang,  and 

other  Illustrations.  Second  Edition.  Crown  Svo.  Buckram.  7 s.  6d. 

‘  Few  publications  have  in  our  time  been  more  eagerly  awaited  than  these  “  Vailima 
Letters,”  giving  the  first  fruits  of  the  correspondence  of  Robert  Louis  Stevenson. 
But,  high  as  the  tide  of  expectation  has  run,  no  reader  can  possibly  be  disappointed 
in  the  result.’ — St.  James's  Gazette. 

Henley.  ENGLISH  LYRICS.  Selected  and  Edited  by  W.  E. 

Henley.  Crown  Svo.  Buckram  gilt  top.  6s. 

‘  It  is  a  body  of  choice  and  lovely  poetry.’ — Birmingham  Gazette. 

‘  Mr.  Henley’s  notes,  in  their  brevity  and  their  fulness,  their  information  and  their  sug¬ 
gestiveness,  seem  to  us  a  model  of  what  notes  should  be.’ — Manchester  Guardian. 

Henley  and  Whibley.  A  BOOK  OF  ENGLISH  PROSE. 
Collected  by  W.  E.  Henley  and  Charles  Wiiibley.  Crown  Svo. 
Buckram  gilt  top .  6s. 

‘  A  unique  volume  of  extracts — an  art  gallery  of  early  prose.’ — Birmingham  Post. 

‘  An  admirable  companion  to  Mr.  Henley’s  “  Lyra  Heroica.”’ — Saturday  Review. 

‘  Quite  delightful.  A  greater  treat  for  those  not  well  acquainted  with  pre- Restoration 
prose  could  not  be  imagined.’ — Atheneeum. 

H.  C.  Beeching.  LYRA  SACRA  :  An  Anthology  of  Sacred  Verse. 
Edited  by  H.  C.  Beeching,  M.A.  Crown  Svo.  Buckram.  6s. 

‘  A  charming  selection,  which  maintains  a  lofty  standard  of  excellence.’ — Times. 

“Q.”  THE  GOLDEN  POMP  :  A  Procession  of  English  Lyrics 
from  Surrey  to  Shirley,  arranged  by  A.  T.  Quiller  Couch.  Crown 
Svo.  Buckram.  6s. 

‘  A  delightful  volume  :  a  really  golden  “Pomp.” ’ — Spectator. 

W.  B.  Yeats.  AN  ANTHOLOGY  OF  IRISH  VERSE. 
Edited  by  W.  B.  Yeats.  Crown  Sz’O.  2s- 
‘  An  attractive  and  catholic  selection.’ — Times. 
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G.  W.  Steevens,  MONOLOGUES  OF  THE  DEAD.  By 

G.  W.  Steevens.  Foolscap  8 vo.  3s.  6d. 

A  series  of  Soliloquies  in  which  famous  men  of  antiquity — Julius  Caesar,  Nero, 
Alcibiades,  etc.,  attempt  to  express  themselves  in  the  modes  of  thought  and 
language  of  to-day. 

‘  The  effect  is  sometimes  splendid,  sometimes  bizarre,  hut  always  amazingly  clever.' 
— Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

Victor  Hugo.  THE  LETTERS  OF  VICTOR  HUGO. 

Translated  from  the  French  by  F.  Clarke,  M.A.  In  Two  Volumes . 
Demy  8 vo.  10s.  6d.  each.  Vo!.  I.  1815-35. 

C.  H.  Pearson.  ESSAYS  AND  CRITICAL  REVIEWS.  By 
C.  H.  P  earson,  M.A.,  Author  of  ‘National  Life  and  Character.’ 
With  a  Portrait.  Demy  Svo.  iok  6d. 

W.  M.  Dixon.  A  PRIMER  OF  TENNYSON.  By  W.  M. 
Dixon,  M.A.,  Professor  of  English  Literature  at  Mason  College. 
Crown  Svo.  2 s.  6d. 

‘  Much  sound  and  well-expressed  criticism  and  acute  literary  judgments.  The  biblio¬ 
graphy  is  a  boon.’ — Speaker. 

W.  A.  Craigie.  A  PRIMER  OF  BURNS.  By  W.  A.  Craigie. 

Crown  Svo.  2s.  6d. 

‘ A  valuable  addition  to  the  literature  of  the  poet.’ — Times. 

‘An  admirable  introduction.’ — Globe. 

Magnus.  A  PRIMER  OF  WORDSWORTH.  By  Laurie 

Magnus.  Crown  Svo.  2 s.  6d. 

‘A  valuable  contribution  to  Wordsworthian  literature.’ — Literature. 

‘  A  well-made  primer,  thoughtful  and  informing.’ — Manchester  Guardian. 

Sterne.  THE  LIFE  AND  OPINIONS  OF  TRISTRAM 
SHANDY.  By  Lawrence  Sterne.  With  an  Introduction  by 
Charles  Whibley,  and  a  Portrait.  2  vols.  7 a 

‘Very  dainty  volumes  are  these;  the  paper,  type,  and  light-green  binding  are  all 
very  agreeable  to  the  eye.  Simplex  munditiis  is  the  phrase  that  might  be  applied 
to  them.’ — Globe. 

Congreve.  THE  COMEDIES  OF  WILLIAM  CONGREVE. 
With  an  Introduction  by  G.  S.  Street,  and  a  Portrait.  2  vols.  Js. 

Morier.  THE  ADVENTURES  OF  PIAJJI  BABA  OF 
ISPAHAN.  By  James  Morier.  With  an  Introduction  by  E.  G. 
Browne,  M.  A.,  and  a  Portrait.  2  vols.  7 s. 

Walton.  THE  LIVES  OF  DONNE,  WOTTON,  HOOKER, 
HERBERT,  and  SANDERSON.  By  Izaak  Walton.  With 
an  Introduction  by  Vernon  Blackburn,  and  a  Portrait.  3$.  6 d. 

Johnson.  THE  LIVES  OF  THE  ENGLISH  POETS.  By 
Samuel  Johnson,  LL.D.  With  an  Introduction  by  J.  H.  Millar, 
and  a  Portrait.  3  vols.  10s.  6d. 
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Burns.  THE  POEMS  OF  ROBERT  BURNS.  Edited  by 
Andrew  Lang  and  W.  A.  Craigie.  With  Portrait.  Demy  8vo, 
gilt  top.  6s. 

This  edition  contains  a  carefully  collated  Text,  numerous  Notes,  critical  and  textual, 
a  critical  and  biographical  Introduction,  and  a  Glossary. 

‘Among  the  editions  in  one  volume,  Mr.  Andrew  Lang’s  will  take  the  place  of 
authority.’ —  Times. 

F.  Langbridge.  BALLADS  OF  THE  BRAVE:  Poems  of 
Chivalry,  Enterprise,  Courage,  and  Constancy.  Edited  by  Rev.  F. 
Langbridge.  Crown  8 vo.  3 5.  6d.  School  Edition.  2 s.  6d. 

‘A  very  happy  conception  happily  carried  out.  These  “Ballads  of  the  Brave”  are 
intended  to  suit  the  real  tastes  of  boys,  and  will  suit  the  taste  of  the  great  majority.’ 
— Spectator.  ‘  The  book  is  full  of  splendid  things.’ — World ■ 


Illustrated  Books 

Bedford.  NURSERY  RHYMES.  With  many  Coloured  Pictures. 
By  F.  D.  Bedford.  Super  Royal  8vo.  5j. 

An  excellent  selection  of  the  best  known  rhymes,  with  beautifully  coloured  pictures 
exquisitely  printed.’ — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

*  The  art  is  of  the  newest,  with  well  harmonised  colouring.’ — Spectator. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  A  BOOK  OF  FAIRY  TALES  retold  by  S. 
Baring  Gould.  With  numerous  illustrations  and  initial  letters  by 
Arthur  J.  Gaskin.  Second  Edition.  Crown  8vo.  Buckram.  6s. 

‘Mr.  Baring  Gould  is  deserving  of  gratitude,  in  re-writing  in  honest,  simple  style  the 
old  stories  that  delighted  the  childhood  of  “ our  fathers  and  grandfathers.”’ — 
Saturday  Review. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  OLD  ENGLISH  FAIRY  TALES.  Col¬ 
lected  and  edited  by  S.  Baring  Gould.  With  Numerous  Illustra¬ 
tions  by  F.  D.  Bedford.  Second  Edition.  Crown  8z’0.  Buckram.  6s. 

‘  A  charming  volume.  The  stories  have  been  selected  with  great  ingenuity  from 
various  old  ballads  and  folk-tales,  and  now  stand  forth,  clothed  in  Mr.  Baring 
Gould’s  delightful  English,  to  enchant  youthful  readers.’ — Guardian. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  A  BOOK  OF  NURSERY  SONGS  AND 
RHYMES.  Edited  by  S.  Baring  Gould,  and  Illustrated  by  the 
Birmingham  Art  School.  Buckram ,  gilt  top.  Crown  8vo.  6s. 

‘  The  volume  is  very  complete  in  its  way,  as  it  contains  nursery  songs  to  the  number 
of  77,  game-rhymes,  and  jingles.  To  the  student  we  commend  the  sensible  intro¬ 
duction,  and  the  explanatory  notes.’ — Birmingham  Gazette. 

H.  C.  Beeching.  A  BOOK  OF  CHRISTMAS  VERSE.  Edited 
by  H.  C.  Beeching,  M.A.,  and  Illustrated  by  Walter  Crane. 
Crown  8vo,  gilt  top.  S-5'- 

A  collection  of  the  best  verse  inspired  by  the  birth  of  Christ  from  the  Middle  Ages 
to  the  present  day. 

‘An  anthology  which,  from  its  unity  of  aim  and  high  poetic  excellence,  has  a  better 
right  to  exist  than  most  of  its  fellows.’ — Guardian. 
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Gibbon.  THE  DECLINE  AND  FALL  OF  THE  ROMAN 
EMPIRE.  By  Edward  Gibbon.  A  New  Edition,  Edited  with 
Notes,  Appendices,  and  Maps,  by  J.  B.  Bury,  M.A.,  Fellow  of 
Trinity  College,  Dublin.  In  Seven  Volumes.  Demy  Svo.  Gilt  top. 
os.  6d.  each.  Also  crown  Svo.  6s.  each.  Vols.  I. ,  II. ,  III. ,  and IV. 

‘  The  time  has  certainly  arrived  for  a  new  edition  of  Gibbon’s  great  work.  .  .  .  Pro¬ 
fessor  Bury  is  the  right  man  to  undertake  this  task.  His  learning  is  amazing, 
both  in  extent  and  accuracy.  The  book  is  issued  in  a  handy  form,  and  at  a 
moderate  price,  and  it  is  admirably  printed.’ — Times. 

‘This  edition,  so  far  as  one  may  judge  from  the  first  instalment,  is  a  marvel  of 
erudition  and  critical  skill,  and  it  is  the  very  minimum  of  praise  to  predict  that  the 
seven  volumes  of  it  will  supersede  Dean  Milman’s  as  the  standard  edition  of  our 
great  historical  classic.’ — Glasgow  Herald. 

‘  The  beau-ideal  Gibbon  has  arrived  at  last.’ — Sketch. 

‘At  last  there  is  an  adequate  modern  edition  of  Gibbon.  .  .  .  The  best  edition  the 
nineteenth  century  could  produce.’ — Manchester  Guardian. 

Flinders  Petrie.  A  HISTORY  OF  EGYPT,  from  the  Earliest 
Times  to  the  Present  Day.  Edited  by  W.  M.  Flinders 
Petrie,  D.C. L.,  LL.D.,  Professor  of  Egyptology  at  University 
College.  Fully  Illustrated.  In  Six  Volumes.  Crown  Svo.  6s.  each. 

Vol.  I.  Prehistoric  Times  to  XVIth.  Dynasty.  W.  M.  F. 

Petrie.  Third  Edition. 

Vol.  II.  The  XVIIth  and  XVIIIth  Dynasties.  W.  M.  F. 

Petrie.  Second  Edition. 

‘  A  history  written  in  the  spirit  of  scientific  precision  so  worthily  represented  by  Dr. 
Petrie  and  his  school  cannot  but  promote  sound  and  accurate  study,  and 
supply  a  vacant  place  in  the  English  literature  of  Egyptology.’ — Times. 

Flinders  Petrie.  EGYPTIAN  TALES.  Edited  by  W.  M. 
Flinders  Petrie.  Illustrated  by  Tristram  Ellis.  In  Two 
Volumes.  Crown  Svo.  3$.  6 d.  each. 

‘  A  valuable  addition  to  the  literature  of  comparative  folk-lore.  The  drawings  are 
really  illustrations  in  the  literal  sense  of  the  word.’ — Globe. 

'  It  has  a  scientific  value  to  the  student  of  history  and  archaeology.  — Scotsman. 

‘  Invaluable  as  a  picture  of  life  in  Palestine  and  Egypt.’ — Daily  News. 

Flinders  Petrie.  EGYPTIAN  DECORATIVE  ART.  By 
W.  M.  Flinders  Petrie.  With  120  Illustrations.  Cr.  Svo.  3 s.  6d. 

‘  Professor  Flinders  Petrie  is  not  only  a  profound  Egyptologist,  but  an  accomplished 
student  of  comparative  archaeology.  In  these  lectures  he  displays  both  quali¬ 
fications  with  rare  skill  in  elucidating  the  development  of  decorative  art  in 
Egypt,  and  in  tracing  its  influence  on  the  art  of  other  countries.’ — Times. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  THE  TRAGEDY  OF  THE  CAESARS. 
With  numerous  Illustrations  from  Busts,  Gems,  Cameos,  etc.  By  S. 
Baring  Gould.  Fourth  Edition.  Royal  Svo.  155. 

‘  A  most  splendid  and  fascinating  book  on  a  subject  of  undying  interest.  The  great 
feature  of  the  book  is  the  use  the  author  has  made  of  the  existing  portraits  of  the 
Caesars,  and  the  admirable  critical  subtlety  he  has  exhibited  in  dealing  with  this 
line  of  research.  It  is  brilliantly  written,  and  the  illustrations  are  supplied  on  a 
scale  of  profuse  magnificence.’ — Daily  Chronicle. 
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H.  deB.  Gibbins.  INDUSTRY  IN  ENGLAND  :  HISTORI¬ 
CAL  OUTLINES.  By  H.  de  B.  Gibbins,  M.A.,  D.Litt.  With 
5  Maps.  Second  Edition.  Demy  Svo.  10s.  6d. 

This  book  is  written  with  the  view  of  affording  a  clear  view  of  the  main  facts  of 
English  Social  and  Industrial  History  placed  in  due  perspective. 

H.  E.  Egerton.  A  HISTORY  OF  BRITISH  COLONIAL 
POLICY.  By  H.  E.  Egerton,  M.A.  Demy  Svo.  12 s.  6d. 

This  book  deals  with  British  Colonial  policy  historically  from  the  beginnings  of 
English  colonisation  down  to  the  present  day.  The  subject  has  been  treated  by 
itself,  and  it  has  thus  been  possible  within  a  reasonable  compass  to  deal  with  a 
mass  of  authority  which  must  otherwise  be  sought  in  the  State  papers.  The 
volume  is  divided  into  five  parts: — (i)  The  Period  of  Beginnings,  1497-1650; 
(2)  Trade  Ascendancy,  1651-1830  ;  (3)  The  Granting  of  Responsible  Government, 
1831-1860;  (4)  Laissez  Alter,  1861-1885  ;  (5)  Greater  Britain. 

*  The  whole  story  of  the  growth  and  administration  of  our  colonial  empire  is  compre¬ 
hensive  and  well  arranged,  and  is  set  forth  with  marked  ability.’ — Daily  Mail. 

‘  It  is  a  good  book,  distinguished  by  accuracy  in  detail,  clear  arrangement  of  facts, 
and  a  broad  grasp  of  principles.’ — Manchester  Guardian. 

‘  Able,  impartial,  clear.  .  .  .  A  most  valuable  volume.’ — Athenceum. 

A.  Clark.  THE  COLLEGES  OF  OXFORD  :  Their  History 
and  their  Traditions.  By  Members  of  the  University.  Edited  by  A. 
Clark,  M.A.,  Fellow  and  Tutor  of  Lincoln  College.  Svo.  12s.  6 d. 

‘  A  work  which  will  certainly  be  appealed  to  for  many  years  as  the  standard  book  on 
the  Colleges  of  Oxford.’ — Athenceum. 

Perrens.  THE  HISTORY  OF  FLORENCE  FROM  1434 
TO  1492.  By  F.  T.  Perrens.  Svo.  12 s.  6d. 

A  history  of  Florence  under  the  domination  of  Cosimo,  Piero,  and  Lorenzo  de 
Medicis. 

J.  Wells.  A  SHORT  HISTORY  OF  ROME.  By  J.  Wells, 
M.A.,  Fellow  and  Tutor  of  WTadham  Coll.,  Oxford.  With  4  Maps. 
Crown  Svo.  3 s.  6d. 

This  book  is  intended  for  the  Middle  and  Upper  Forms  of  Public  Schools  and  for 
Pass  Students  at  the  Universities.  It  contains  copious  Tables,  etc. 

'  An  original  work  written  on  an  original  plan,  and  with  uncommon  freshness  and 
vigour.  ’ — Speaker. 

0.  Browning.  A  SHORT  HISTORY  OF  MEDIAEVAL  ITALY, 
a.d.  1250-1530.  By  Oscar  Browning,  Fellow  and  Tutor  of  King’s 
College,  Cambridge.  Second  Edition.  In  Two  Volumes.  Crown 
8vo.  5 s.  each. 

Vol.  1.  1250-1409. — Guelphs  and  Ghibellines. 

Vol.  II.  1409-1530. — The  Age  of  the  Condottieri. 

1  Mr.  Browning  is  to  be  congratulated  on  the  production  of  a  work  of  immense 
labour  and  learning.’ — Westminster  Gazette. 

O’Grady.  THE  STORY  OF  IRELAND.  By  Standish 
O’Grady,  Author  of  ‘  Finn  and  his  Companions.’  Cr.  Svo.  2 s.  6d. 

Most  delightful,  most  stimulating.  Its  racy  humour,  its  original  imaginings, 
make  it  one  of  the  freshest,  breeziest  volumes.’ — Methodist  Times. 
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S.  Earing  Gould.  THE  LIFE  OF  NAPOLEON  BONA¬ 
PARTE.  By  S.  Baring  Gould.  With  over  450  Illustrations  in 
the  Text  and  12  Photogravure  Plates.  Large  quarto.  Gilt  top.  36s. 

'The  best  biography  of  Napoleon  in  our  tongue,  nor  have  the  French  as  good  a 
biographer  of  their  hero.  A  book  very  nearly  as  good  as  Southey’s  “  Life  of 
Nelson.”  ’ — Manchester  Guardian. 

‘The  main  feature  of  this  gorgeous  volume  is  its  great  wealth  of  beautiful  photo¬ 
gravures  and  finely-executed  wood  engravings,  constituting  a  complete  pictorial 
chronicle  of  Napoleon  I.’s  personal  history  from  the  days  of  his  early  childhood 
at  Ajaccio  to  the  date  of  his  second  interment  under  the  dome  of  the  Invalides  in 
Paris.’ — Daily  Telegraph. 

‘  Particular  notice  is  due  to  the  vast  collection  of  contemporary  illustrations.’ — 
Guardian. 

‘  Nearly  all  the  illustrations  are  real  contributions  tohistory.’ — Westminster  Gazette. 

Morris  Fuller.  THE  LIFE  AND  WRITINGS  OF  JOHN 
DAVENANT,  D.D.  (1571-1641),  Bishop  of  Salisbury.  By  Morris 
Fuller,  B.D.  Demy  8 vo.  ioj-.  6d. 

‘  A  valuable  contribution  to  ecclesiastical  history.’ — Birmingham  Gazette. 

J.  M.  Rigg.  ST.  ANSELM  OF  CANTERBURY  :  A  Chapter 
in  the  History  of  Religion.  By  J.  M.  Rigg.  DemySvo.  Js.  6rf. 

‘  Mr.  Rigg  has  told  the  story  of  the  great  Primate’s  life  with  scholarly  ability,  and 
has  thereby  contributed  an  interesting  chapter  to  the  history  of  the  Norman  period.’ 
— Daily  Chronicle. 

F.  W.  Joyce.  THE  LIFE  OF  SIR  FREDERICK  GORE 
OUSELEY.  By  F.  W.  Joyce,  M.A.  With  Portraits  and  Illustra¬ 
tions.  Crozvn  8vo.  7 s.  6d. 

1  This  book  has  been  undertaken  in  quite  the  right  spirit,  and  written  with  sympathy, 
insight,  and  considerable  literary  skill.’ — Times. 

W.  G.  Collingwood.  THE  LIFE  OF  JOHN  RUSKIN.  By 
W.  G.  Collingwood,  M.A.  With  Portraits,  and  13  Drawings  by 
Mr.  Ruskin.  Second  Edition.  2  vols.  8vo.  32 s. 

*  No  more  magnificent  volumes  have  been  published  for  a  long  time.’  —  Times. 

‘  It  is  long  since  we  had  a  biography  with  such  delights  of  substance  and  of  form. 
Such  a  book  is  a  pleasure  for  the  day,  and  a  joy  for  ever.’ — Daily  Chronicle. 

0.  Waldstein.  JOHN  RUSKIN  :  a  Study.  By  Charles 
Waldstein,  M.A.,  Fellow  of  King’s  College,  Cambridge.  With  a 
Photogravure  Portrait  after  Professor  Herkomer.  Post  8vo.  $s. 

A  thoughtful,  impartial,  well-written  criticism  of  Ruskin’s  teaching,  intended  to 
separate  what  the  author  regards  as  valuable  and  permanent  from  what  is  transient 
and  erroneous  in  the  great  master’s  writing.’ — Daily  Chronicle. 
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Darmesteter.  THE  LIFE  OF  ERNEST  RENAN,  By 
Madame  Darmesteter,  With  Portrait.  Second  Edition.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

A  biography  of  Renan  by  one  of  his  most  intimate  friends. 

‘  A  polished  gem  of  biography,  superior  in  its  kind  to  any  attempt  that  has  been  made 
of  recent  years  in  England.  Madame  Darmesteter  has  indeed  written  for  English 
readers  “  The  Life  of  Ernest  Renan.”’ — A thena um. 

1  It  is  a  fascinating  and  biographical  and  critical  study,  and  an  admirably  finished 
work  of  literary  art.  ’ — Scotsman. 

‘  It  is  interpenetrated  with  the  dignity  and  charm,  the  mild,  bright,  classical  grace  of 
form  and  treatment  that  Renan  himself  so  loved  ;  and  it  fulfils  to  the  uttermost 
the  delicate  and  difficult  achievement  it  sets  out  to  accomplish.’ — Academy. 

W.  H.  Hutton.  THE  LIFE  OF  SIR  THOMAS  MORE.  By 
W.  H.  PIUTTON,  M.A.  With  Portraits .  Crown  8 VO.  $s. 

‘  The  book  lays  good  claim  to  high  rank  among  our  biographies.  It  is  excellently, 
even  lovingly,  written.’ — Scotsman.  1  An  excellent  monograph.’ — Times. 

Travel,  Adventure  and  Topography 

Johnston.  BRITISH  CENTRAL  AFRICA.  By  Sir  H.  H. 
Johnston,  K.C.B.  With  nearly  Two  Hundred  Illustrations,  and 
Six  Maps.  Second  Edition.  Crozvn  4 to.  30 s.  net. 

‘  A  fascinating  book,  written  with  equal  skill  and  charm — the  work  at  once  of  a 
literary  artist  and  of  a  man  of  action  who  is  singularly  wise,  brave,  and  experi¬ 
enced.  It  abounds  in  admirable  sketches  from  pencil.’ — Westminster  Gazette. 

‘  A  delightful  book  .  .  .  collecting  within  the  covers  of  a  single  volume  all  that  is 
known  of  this  part  of  our  African  domains.  The  voluminous  appendices  are  of 
extreme  value.’ — Manchester  Guardian. 

‘  The  book  takes  front  rank  as  a  standard  work  by  the  one  man  competent  to  write 
it.’ — Daily  Chronicle. 

‘  The  book  is  crowded  with  important  information,  and  written  in  a  most  attractive 
style  ;  it  is  worthy,  in  short,  of  the  author’s  established  reputation.’ — Standard. 

Prince  Henri  of  Orleans.  FROM  TONKIN  TO  INDIA.  By 
Prince  Henri  of  Orleans.  Translated  by  PIamley  Bent,  M.A. 
With  100  Illustrations  and  a  Map.  Second  Edition.  Crown  4 to, 
gilt  top.  25 s. 

The  travels  of  Prince  Henri  in  1895  from  China  to  the  valley  of  the  Bramaputra 
covered  a  distance  of  2100  miles,  of  which  1600  was  through  absolutely  unexplored 
country.  No  fewer  than  seventeen  ranges  of  mountains  were  crossed  at  altitudes 
of  from  11,000  to  13,000  feet.  The  journey  was  made  memorable  by  the  discovery 
of  the  sources  of  the  Irrawaddy. 

*  A  welcome  contribution  to  our  knowledge.  The  narrative  is  full  and  interesting, 
and  the  appendices  give  the  work  a  substantial  value.’ — Times. 

‘  The  Prince’s  travels  are  of  real  importance  .  .  .  his  services  to  geography  have  been 
considerable.  The  volume  is  beautifully  illustrated.’ — Athenceum. 

‘The  story  is  instructive  and  fascinating,  and  will  certainly  make  one  of  the  books 
of  1898.  The  book  attracts  by  its  delightful  print  and  fine  illustrations.  A  nearly 
model  book  of  travel.’ — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

‘An  entertaining  record  of  pluck  and  travel  in  important  regions.’ — Daily  Chi-onicle. 

‘The  illustrations  are  admirable  and  quite  beyond  praise.’ — Glasgow  Herald. 

‘  The  Prince’s  story  is  charmingly  told,  and  presented  with  an  attractiveness  which 
will  make  it,  in  more  than  one  sense,  an  outstanding  book  of  the  season.' — 
Birmingham  Post. 

‘An  attractive  book  which  will  prove  of  considerable  interest  and  no  little  value.  A 
narrative  of  a  remarkable  journey.’ — Literature. 

‘China  is  the  country  of  the  hour.  All  eyes  are  turned  towards  her,  and  Messrs. 
Methuen  have  opportunely  selected  the  moment  to  launch  Prince  Henri’s  work.’ — 
Liverpool  Daily  Post. 


1 6 


Messrs.  Methuen’s  List 


R.  S.  S.  Baden-Powell.  THE  DOWNFALL  OF  PREMPEH. 

A  Diary  of  Life  in  Ashanti,  1895.  By  Colonel  Baden-Powell. 
With  21  Illustrations  and  a  Map.  Demy  81 w.  ioa  6d. 

‘  A  compact,  faithful,  most  readable  record  of  the  campaign.’ — Daily  News. 

P  S.  S.  Baden-Powell.  THE  MATEBELE  CAMPAIGN  1896. 
By  Colonel  Baden-Powell.  With  nearly  100  Illustrations.  Second 
Edition.  Demy  8vo.  15.9. 

*  As  a  straightforward  account  of  a  great  deal  of  plucky  work  unpretentiously  done, 
this  book  is  well  worth  reading.  The  simplicity  of  the  narrative  is  all  in  its 
favour,  and  accords  in  a  peculiarly  English  fashion  with  the  nature  of  the  subject.’ 
Times. 

Captain  Hinde.  THE  FALL  OF  THE  CONGO  ARABS. 
By  L.  Hinde.  With  Plans,  etc.  Demy  8vo.  12.9.  6d. 

The  book  is  full  of  good  things,  and  of  sustained  interest.’ — St.  James's  Gazette. 

‘  A  graphic  sketch  of  one  of  the  most  exciting  and  important  episodes  in  the  struggle 
for  supremacy  in  Central  Africa  between  the  Arabs  and  their  Europeon  rivals. 
Apart  from  the  story  of  the  campaign,  Captain  Hinde’s  book  is  mainly  remark¬ 
able  for  the  fulness  with  which  he  discusses  the  question  of  cannibalism.  It  is, 
indeed,  the  (Only  connected  narrative— in  English,  at  any  rate — which  has  been 
published  of'this  particular  episode  in  African  history.’ — Times. 

W.  Crooke.  THE  NORTH-WESTERN  PROVINCES  OF 
INDIA :  Their  Ethnology  and  Administration.  By  W. 
Crooke.  With  Maps  and  Illustrations.  Demy8vo.  10.9.  6d. 

‘  A  carefully  and  well-written  account  of  one  of  the  most  important  provinces  of  the 
Empire.  In  seven  chapters  Mr.  Crooke  deals  successively  with  the  land  in  its 
physical  aspect,  the  province  under  Hindoo  and  Mussulman  rule,  the  province 
under  British  rule,  the  ethnology  and  sociology  of  the  province,  the  religious  and 
social  life  of  the  people,  the  land  and  its  settlement,  and  the  native  peasant  in  his 
relation  to  the  land.  The  illustrations  are  good  and  well  selected,  and  the  map  is 
excellent.’ — Manchester  Guardian. 

A.  Boisragon.  THE  BENIN  MASSACRE.  By  Captain 
Boisragon.  With  Portrait  and  Map.  Second  Edition.  Crown  8vo. 
3l  6d. 

‘  If  the  story  had  been  written  four  hundred  years  ago  it  would  be  read  to-day  as  an 
English  classic.’ — Scotsman. 

‘  If  anything  could  enhance  the  horror  and  the  pathos  of  this  remarkable  book  it  is 
the  simple  style  of  the  author,  who  writes  as  he  would  talk,  unconscious  of  his 
own  heroism,  with  an  artlessness  which  is  the  highest  art.’ — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

H.S.Cowper.  THE  HILL  OF  THE  GRACES  :  or,  the  Great 
Stone  Temples  of  Tripoli.  By  Id.  S.  Cowper,  F.S.A.  With 
Maps,  Plans,  and  75  Illustrations.  Demy  8vo.  iol  6d. 

‘The  book  has  the  interest  of  all  first-hand  work,  directed  by  an  intelligent  man 
towards  a  worthy  object,  and  it  forms  a  valuable  chapter  of  what  has  now 
become  quite  a  large  and  important  branch  of  antiquarian  research.’ — Times. 

Kinnaird  Rose.  WITH  THE  GREEKS  IN  THESSALY. 

By  W.  Kinnaird  Rose,  Reuter’s  Correspondent.  With  Plans  and 
23  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo.  6s. 

W.  B.  Worsfold.  SOUTH  AFRICA.  By  W.  B.  Worsfold, 
M.A.  With  a  Map.  Second  Edition.  Crorvn  8 vo.  6s. 

‘  A  monumental  work  compressed  into  a  very  moderate  compass.’ — World. 
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Naval  and  Military 

G.  W.  Steevens.  NAVAL  POLICY  :  By.  G.  W.  Steevens. 

Demy  8 vo.  6s. 

This  book  is  a  description  of  the  British  and  other  more  important  navies  of  the  world, 
with  a  sketch  of  the  lines  on  which  our  naval  policy  might  possibly  be  developed. 

‘  An  extremely  able  and  interesting  work.’ — Daily  Chronicle. 

D.  Hannay.  A  SHORT  HISTORY  OF  THE  ROYAL  NAVY, 

From  Early  Times  to  the  Present  Day.  By  David  Hannay. 
Illustrated.  2  Vols.  Demy  8vo.  Js.  6d.  each.  Vol.  I.,  1200-1688. 

‘  We  read  it  from  cover  to  cover  at  a  sitting,  and  those  who  go  to  it  for  a  lively  and 
brisk  picture  of  the  past,  with  all  its  faults  and  its  grandeur,  will  not  be  disappointed. 
The  historian  is  competent,  and  he  is  endowed  with  literary  skill  and  style.’ — 
Standard. 

‘We  can  warmly  recommend  Mr.  Hannay’s  volume  to  any  intelligent  student  of 
naval  history.  Great  as  is  the  merit  of  Mr.  Hannay’s  historical  narrative,  the 
merit  of  his  strategic  exposition  is  even  greater.’ — Times. 

‘  His  book  is  brisk  and  pleasant  reading,  for  he  is  gifted  with  a  most  agreeable 
style.  His  reflections  are  philosophical,  and  he  has  seized  and  emphasised  just 
those  points  which  are  of  interest.’ — Graphic. 

Cooper  King.  THE  STORY  OF  THE  BRITISH  ARMY.  By 
Lieut. -Colonel  Cooper  King,  of  the  Staff  College,  Camberley.  Illus¬ 
trated.  Demy  8vo.  Js.  6d. 

1  An  authoritative  and  accurate  story  of  England’s  military  progress.’ — Daily  Mail. 

‘  This  handy  volume  contains,  in  a  compendious  form,  a  brief  but  adequate  sketch  of 
the  story  of  the  British  army.’ — Daily  News. 

R.  Southey  ENGLISH  SEAMEN  (Howard,  Clifford,  Hawkins, 

Drake,  Cavendish).  By  Robert  Southey.  Edited,  with  an 

Introduction,  by  David  Hannay.  Second  Edition.  Crown  8vo.  6s. 

‘  Admirable  and  well-told  stories  of  our  naval  history.’ — Army  and  Navy  Gazette. 

‘  A  brave,  inspiriting  book.’ — Black  and  White. 

W.  Clark  Russell.  THE  LIFE  OF  ADMIRAL  LORD  COL- 
LINGWOOD.  By  W.  Clark  Russell,  With  Illustrations  by 
F.  Brangwyn.  Third  Edition.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

1  A  book  which  we  should  like  to  see  in  the  hands  of  every  boy  in  the  country.  — 
St.  James's  Gazette.  1 A  really  good  book.’ — Saturday  Review. 

E.  L.  S.  Horsburgh.  THE  CAMPAIGN  OF  WATERLOO. 

By  E.  L.  S.  Horsburgh,  B.A.  With  Plans.  Crown  3 vo.  5-r. 

‘A  brilliant  essay — simple,  sound,  and  thorough.’ — Daily  Chronicle. 

H. B.  George.  BATTLES  OF  ENGLISH  HISTORY.  ByH.B. 

George,  M.A.,  Fellow  of  New  College,  Oxford.  With  numerous 
Plans.  Third  Edition .  Crown  8vo.  6s. 

1  Mr.  George  has  undertaken  a  very  useful  task — that  of  making  military  affairs  in¬ 
telligible  and  instructive  to  non-military  readers — and  has  executed  it  with  laud¬ 
able  intelligence  and  industry,  and  with  a  large  measure  of  success.’ — Times. 
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General  Literature 

S.  Baring  Gould.  OLD  COUNTRY  LIFE.  By  S.  Baring 
Gould.  With  Sixty-seven  Illustrations.  Large  Crown  Svo.  Fifth 
Edition .  6s. 

‘“Old  Country  Life,”  as  healthy  wholesome  reading,  full  of  breezy  life  and  move¬ 
ment,  full  of  quaint  stories  vigorously  told,  will  not  be  excelled  by  any  book  to  be 
published  throughout  the  year.  Sound,  hearty,  and  English  to  the  core.’ — World. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  HISTORIC  ODDITIES  AND  STRANGE 

EVENTS.  By  S.  Baring  Gould.  Fourth  Edition.  Crown  Svo.  6s. 

‘  A  collection  of  exciting  and  entertaining  chapters.  The  whole  volume  is  delightful 
r  ead  ing.  ’ —  T imes. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  FREAKS  OF  FANATICISM.  By  S.  Baring 

Gould.  Third  Edition.  Crown  Svo.  6s. 

‘  Mr.  Baring  Gould  has  a  keen  eye  for  colour  and  effect,  and  the  subjects  he  has 
chosen  give  ample  scope  to  his  descriptive  and  analytic  faculties.  A  perfectly 
fascinating  book.’ — Scottish  Leader. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  A  GARLAND  OF  COUNTRY  SONG: 
English  Folk  Songs  with  their  Traditional  Melodies.  Collected  and 
arranged  by  S.  Baring  Gould  and  H.  F.  Sheppard.  Demy  qto.  6s. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  SONGS  OF  THE  WEST:  Traditional 
Ballads  and  Songs  of  the  West  of  England,  with  their  Traditional 
Melodies.  Collected  by  S.  Baring  Gould,  M.A.,  and  H.  F. 
Sheppard,  M.A.  Arranged  for  Voice  and  Piano.  In  4  Parts 
Parts  /.,  //.,  ///.,  35.  each.  Part  IV. ,  5-L  Ln  one  Vol.y  French 
morocco ,  15  r. 

‘A  rich  collection  of  humour,  pathos,  grace,  and  poetic  fancy.’ — Saturday  Review. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  YORKSHIRE  ODDITIES  AND  STRANGE 
EVENTS.  Fourth  Edition.  Crown  Svo.  6s. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  STRANGE  SURVIVALS  AND  SUPER¬ 
STITIONS.  With  Illustrations.  By  S.  Baring  Gould.  Crozvn 
Svo.  Second  Edition.  65. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  THE  DESERTS  OF  SOUTHERN 
FRANCE.  By  S.  Baring 'Gould.  2  vols.  Demy  Svo.  32J. 

Cotton  Minchin.  OLD  HARROW  DAYS.  By  J.  G.  Cotton 

Minchin.  Crown  Svo.  Second  Edition.  5-L 
‘  This  book  is  an  admirable  record.’ — Daily  Chroincle. 

‘  Mr.  Cotton  Minchin’s  bright  and  breezy  reminiscences  of  ‘  Old  Harrow  Days  ’  will 
delight  all  Harrovians,  old  and  young,  and  may  go  far  to  explain  the  abiding 
enthusiasm  of  old  Harrovians  for  their  school  to  readers  who  have  not  been  privi¬ 
leged  to  be  their  schoolfellows.’ — Times. 

W.  E.  Gladstone.  THE  SPEECHES  OF  THE  RT.  HON. 
W.  E.  GLADSTONE,  M.P.  Edited  by  A.  W.  Hutton,  M.A. , 
and  IP.  J.  Cohen,  M.A.  With  Portraits.  Svo.  Vols.  IX.  and X. 
1 2s.  6d.  each. 
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J.  Wells.  OXFORD  AND  OXFORD  LIFE.  By  Members  of 
the  University.  Edited  by  J.  Wells,  M.A.,  Fellow  and  Tutor  of 
Wadham  College.  Crown  Svo.  3^.  6d. 

*  We  congratulate  Mr.  Wells  on  the  production  of  a  readable  and  intelligent  account 

of  Oxford  as  it  is  at  the  present  time,  written  by  persons  who  are  possessed  of  a 
close  acquaintance  with  the  system  and  life  of  the  University.’ — Athenceum. 

J.  Wells.  OXFORD  AND  ITS  COLLEGES.  By  J.  Wells,  M.  A., 
Fellow  and  Tutor  of  Wadham  College.  Illustrated  by  E.  H.  New. 
Second  Edition.  Fcap.  8 vo.  31.  Leather.  4  s. 

This  is  a  guide — chiefly  historical — to  the  Colleges  of  Oxford.  It  contains  numerous 
illustrations. 

‘An  admirable  and  accurate  little  treatise,  attractively  illustrated.’ — World. 

‘A  luminous  and  tasteful  little  volume.’ — Daily  Chronicle. 

‘  Exactly  what  the  intelligent  visitor  wants.’ — Glasgow  Herald. 

C.  G.  Robertson.  VOCES  ACADEMICAL.  By  C.  Grant 
Robertson,  M.A. ,  Fellow  of  All  Souls’,  Oxford.  With  a  Frontis¬ 
piece.  Pott.  8 vo.  35-.  6 d. 

‘  Decidedly  clever  and  amusing.’ — Athenceum. 

‘  The  dialogues  are  abundantly  smart  and  amusing.’ — Glasgow  Herald. 

‘  A  clever  and  entertaining  little  book.’ — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

L.  Whibley.  GREEK  OLIGARCHIES  :  THEIR  ORGANISA¬ 
TION  AND  CHARACTER.  By  L.  Whibley,  M.A.,  Fellow 
of  Pembroke  College,  Cambridge.  Crown  Svo.  6s. 

‘An  exceedingly  useful  handbook  :  a  careful  and  well-arranged  study.’ — Times. 

L.  L.  Price.  ECONOMIC  SCIENCE  AND  PRACTICE. 
By  L.  L.  Price,  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Oriel  College,  Oxford.  Crown 
Svo.  6s. 

‘  The  book  is  well  written,  giving  evidence  of  considerable  literary  ability,  and  clear 
mental  grasp  of  the  subject  under  consideration.’—  Western  Morning  News. 

J.  S.  Shedlock.  THE  PIANOFORTE  SONATA:  Its  Origin 

and  Development.  By  J.  S.  Shedlock.  Crown  Svo.  5-t. 

‘  This  work  should  be  in  the  possession  of  every  musician  and  amateur.  A  concise 
and  lucid  history  of  the  origin  of  one  of  the  most  important  forms  of  musical 
composition.  A  very  valuable  work  for  reference.’ — Athenceum. 

E.M.  Bowden.  THE  EXAMPLE  OF  BUDDHA:  Being  Quota¬ 
tions  from  Buddhist  Literature  for  each  Day  in  the  Year.  Compiled 
by  E.  M.  Bowden.  Third  Edition.  16 mo.  is.  6 d. 

Morgan-Browne.  SPORTING  AND  ATHLETIC  RECORDS. 

By  II.  Morgan-Browne.  Crown  Svo.  is.  paper;  is.  6 d.  cloth. 

‘  Should  meet  a  very  wide  demand.’ — Daily  Mail. 

*  A  very  careful  collection,  and  the  first  one  of  its  kind.’ — Manchester  Guardian. 

‘  Certainly  the  most  valuable  of  all  books  of  its  kind.  ’ — Birmingham  Gazette. 

Science 

Freudenreich.  DAIRY  BACTERIOLOGY.  A  Short  Manual 
for  the  Use  of  Students.  By  Dr.  Ed.  von  Freudenreich. 
Translated  by  J.  R.  Ainsworth  Davis,  B.  A.  Crown  Svo.  2 s.6d. 
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Ohalmers  Mitchell.  OUTLINES  OF  BIOLOGY.  By  P. 
Chalmers  Mitchell,  M.A.,  Illustrated.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

A  text-book  designed  to  cover  the  new  Schedule  issued  by  the  Royal  College  of 
Physicians  and  Surgeons. 

G.Massee.  A  MONOGRAPH  OF  THE  MYXOGASTRES.  By 
George  Massee.  With  12  Coloured  Plates.  Royal  8vo.  i8a  net. 

‘ A  work  much  in  advance  of  any  book  in  the  language  treating  of  this  group  of 
organisms.  Indispensable  to  every  student  of  the  Myxogastres.’— Nature. 


Technology 


Stephenson  and  Suddards.  ORNAMENTAL  DESIGN  FOR 
WOVEN  FABRICS.  By  C.  Stephenson,  of  The  Technical 
College,  Bradford,  and  F.  Suddards,  of  The  Yorkshire  College, 
Leeds.  With  65  full-page  plates,  and  numerous  designs  and  diagrams 
in  the  text.  Demy  8 vo.  Js.  6 d. 

‘The  book  is  very  ably  done,  displaying  an  intimate  knowledge  of  principles,  good 
taste,  and  the  faculty  of  clear  exposition.’ — Yorkshire  Post. 


HANDBOOKS  OF  TECHNOLOGY. 

Edited  by  Professors  GARNETT  and  WERTHEIMER. 

HOW  TO  MAKE  A  DRESS.  By  J.  A.  E.  Wood. 

Illustrated.  Crozvn  8z’o.  is.  6d. 

A  text-book  for  students  preparing  for  the  City  and  Guilds  examination,  based  on 
the  syllabus.  The  diagrams  are  numerous. 

‘Though  primarily  intended  for  students,  Miss  Wood’s  dainty  little  manual  may  be 
consulted  with  advantage  by  any  girls  who  want  to  make  their  own  frocks.  The 
directions  are  simple  and  clear,  and  the  diagrams  very  helpful.' — Literature. 

‘A  splendid  little  book.’ — Evening  News. 


Philosophy 

L.  T.  Hobhouse.  THE  THEORY  OF  KNOWLEDGE.  By 
L.  T.  Hobhouse,  Fellow  of  C.C.  C,  Oxford.  Demy  8vo.  21  s. 

‘  The  most  important  contribution  to  English  philosophy  since  the  publication  of  Mr. 
Bradley’s  “  Appearance  and  Reality.”  Full  of  brilliant  criticism  and  of  positive 
theories  which  are  models  of  lucid  statement.’ — Glasgow  Herald. 

*  A  brilliantly  written  volume.’ — Times. 

W.  H.  Fairbrother.  THE  PHILOSOPHY  OF  T.  H.  GREEN. 

By  W.  H.  Fairbrother,  M.A.  Crozvn  8 vo.  3A  6d. 

‘  In  every  way  an  admirable  book.’ — Glasgow  Herald. 

F.  W.  Bussell.  THE  SCHOOL  OF  PLATO  :  its  Origin  and 
its  Revival  under  the  Roman  Empire.  By  F.  W.  Bussell,  D.D. , 
Fellow  and  Tutor  of  Brasenose  College,  Oxford.  Demy  8vo.  ioa  6d. 

‘  A  highly  valuable  contribution  to  the  history  of  ancient  thought.'—  Glasgow  Herald. 

‘  A  clever  and  stimulating  book,  provocative  of  thought  and  deserving  careful  reading.’ 
— Manchester  Guardian. 
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F.  S.  Granger.  THE  WORSHIP  OF  THE  ROMANS.  By 
F.  S.  Granger,  M.A.,  Litt.D.,  Professor  of  Philosophy  at  Univer¬ 
sity  College,  Nottingham.  Crown  87 <0.  6s. 

‘  A  scholarly  analysis  of  the  religious  ceremonies,beliefs,  and  superstitions  of  ancient 
Rome,  conducted  in  the  new  light  of  comparative  anthropology.’ — Times. 


Theology 


HANDBOOKS  OF  THEOLOGY. 


General  Editor,  A.  Robertson,  D.D.,  Principal  of  King’s  College, 

London. 


THE  XXXIX.  ARTICLES  OF  THE  CHURCH  OF  ENG¬ 
LAND.  Edited  with  an  Introduction  by  E.  C.  S.  Gibson,  D.D. , 
Vicar  of  Leeds,  late  Principal  of  Wells  Theological  College.  Second 
and  Cheaper  Edition  in  One  Volume.  Demy  Svo.  12 s.  6 d. 

‘  Dr.  Gibson  is  a  master  of  clear  and  orderly  exposition,  and  he  has  enlisted  in  his 
service  all  the  mechanism  of  variety  of  type  which  so  greatly  helps  to  elucidate  a 
complicated  subject.  And  he  has  in  a  high  degree  a  quality  very  necessary,  but 
rarely  found,  in  commentators  on  this  topic,  that  of  absolute  fairness.  His  book 
is  pre-eminently  honest.’ — Times. 

‘After  a  survey  of  the  whole  book,  we  can  bear  witness  to  the  transparent  honesty 
of  purpose,  evident  industry,  and  clearness  of  style  which  mark  its  contents. 
They  maintain  throughout  a  very  high  level  of  doctrine  and  tone.’ — Guardian. 

‘  An  elaborate  and  learned  book,  excellently  adapted  to  its  purpose.’ — Speaker.  • 

‘  The  most  convenient  and  most  acceptable  commentary.’ — Expository  Times. 

AN  INTRODUCTION  TO  THE  HISTORY  OF  RELIGION. 
By  F.  B.  Jevons,  M.A.,  Litt.D.,  Principal  of  Bishop  Hatfield’s 
Hall.  Demy  Svo.  10s.  6 d. 

‘Dr.  Jevons  has  written  a  notable  work,  which  we  can  strongly  recommend  to  the 
serious  attention  of  theologians  and  anthropologists.’ — Manchester  Guardian. 

‘  The  merit  of  this  book  lies  in  the  penetration,  the  singular  acuteness  and  force  of  the 
author’s  judgment.  He  is  at  once  critical  and  luminous,  at  once  juSt  and  suggestive. 
A  comprehensive  and  thorough  book.’ — Birmingham  Post. 

THE  DOCTRINE  OF  THE  INCARNATION.  By  R.  L. 
Ottley,  M.  A.,  late  fellow  of  Magdalen  College,  Oxon.,  and  Principal 
of  Pusey  House.  In  Two  Volumes.  Demy  Svo.  1 5*. 

*  Learned  and  reverent :  lucid  and  well  arranged.’ — Record. 

‘Accurate,  well  ordered,  and  judicious.’ — National  Observer. 

‘A  clear  and  remarkably  full  account  of  the  main  currents  of  speculation.  Scholarly 
precision  .  .  .  genuine  tolerance  .  .  .  intense  interest  in  his  subject — are  Mr. 
Ottley’s  merits.' — Guardian. 


0.  F.  Andrews.  CHRISTIANITY  AND  THE  LABOUR 
QUESTION.  By  C.  F.  Andrews,  B.A.  Crown  Svo.  2 s.  6d. 

S.  R,  Driver.  SERMONS  ON  SUBTECTS  CONNECTED 
WTTH  THE  OLD  TESTAMENT.  By  S.  R.  Driver,  D.D., 
Canon  of  Christ  Church,  Regius  Professor  of  Hebrew  in  the  Uni¬ 
versity  of  Oxford.  Crown  Svo.  6s. 

‘  A  welcome  companion  to  the  author’s  famous  ‘  Introduction.’  No  man  can  read  these 
discourses  without  feeling  that  Dr.  Driver  is  fully  alive  to  the  deeper  teaching  of 
the  Old  Testament.’ — Guardian. 
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T.  K.  Cheyne.  FOUNDERS  OF  OLD  TESTAMENT  CRITI¬ 
CISM.  By  T.  K.  Cheyne,  D.D.,  Oriel  Professor  at  Oxford. 
Large  crown  8vo.  “js.  6d. 

This  book  is  a  historical  sketch  of  O.  T.  Criticism  in  the  form  of  biographical  studies 
from  the  days  of  Eichhorn  to  those  of  Driver  and  Robertson  Smith. 

‘  A  very  learned  and  instructive  work.’ — Tunes. 

H.  H.  Henson.  LIGHT  AND  LEAVEN  :  Historical  and 
Social  Sermons.  By  the  Rev.  Ii.  Hensley  Henson,  M.A., 
Fellow  of  All  Souls’,  Incumbent  of  St.  Mary’s  Hospital,  Ilford. 
Crown  8vo.  6s. 

‘  They  are  always  reasonable  as  well  as  vigorous,  and  they  are  none  the  less  impres¬ 
sive  because  they  regard  the  needs  of  a  life  on  this  side  of  a  hereafter.’ — 
Scotsman. 

W.  H.  Bennett.  A  PRIMER  OF  THE  BIBLE.  By  Prof. 

W.  H.  Bennett.  Second  Edition.  Crown  8vo.  2 s.  6d. 

‘The  work  of  an  honest,  fearless,  and  sound  critic,  and  an  excellent  guide  in  a  small 
compass  to  the  books  of  the  Bible.’ — Manchester  Guardian , 

‘  A  unique  primer.  Mr.  Bennett  has  collected  and  condensed  a  very  extensive  and 
diversified  amount  of  material,  and  no  one  can  consult  his  pages  and  fail  to 
acknowledge  indebtedness  to  his  undertaking.’ — English  Churchman. 

C.  H.  Prior.  CAMBRIDGE  SERMONS.  Edited  by  C.  H.  Prior, 
M.A.,  Fellow  and  Tutor  of  Pembroke  College.  Crown  8vo.  6s. 

A  volume  of  sermons  preached  before  the  University  of  Cambridge  by  various 
preachers,  including  the  late  Archbishop  of  Canterbury  and  Bishop  Westcott. 

E.  B.  Layard.  RELIGION  IN  BOYHOOD.  Notes  on  the 
Religious  Training  of  Boys.  By  E.  B.  Layard,  M.  A.  1 8mo.  is. 

W.  Yorke  Faussett.  THE  DE  CATECHIZANDIS 
RUDIBUS  OF  ST.  AUGUSTINE.  Edited,  with  Introduction, 
Notes,  etc.,  by  W.  Yorke  Faussett,  M.A.,  late  Scholar  of  Balliol 
Coll.  Crown  8vo.  35.  6 d. 

An  edition  of  a  Treatise  on  the  Essentials  of  Christian  Doctrine,  and  the  best 
methods  of  impressing  them  on  candidates  for  baptism. 

A  Kempis.  THE  IMITATION  OF  CHRIST.  By  Thomas  a 
Kempis.  With  an  Introduction  by  Dean  Farrar.  Illustrated  by 
C.  M.  Gere,  and  printed  in  black  and  red.  Second  Edition.  Fcap. 
8 vo.  Buckram.  3 s.  6d.  Padded  morocco ,  5-L 

‘Amongst  all  the  innumerable  English  editions  of  the  “  Imitation,”  there  can  have 
been  few  which  were  prettier  than  this  one,  printed  in  strong  and  handsome  type, 
with  all  the  glory  of  red  initials.' — Glasgow  Herald. 

J.  Keble.  THE  CHRISTIAN  YEAR.  By  John  Keble.  Withan 
Introduction  and  Notes  by  W.  Lock,  D.D.  Warden  of  Keble  College, 
Ireland  Professor  at  Oxford.  Illustrated  cy  R.  Anning  Bell. 
Second  Edition.  Fcap.  8vo.  Buckram.  3 s.  6 d.  Padaed  morocco ,  5 s. 

‘The  present  edition  is  annotated  with  all  the  care  and  insight  to  be  expected  from 
Mr.  Lock.  The  progress  and  circumstances  of  its  composition  are  detailed  in  the 
Introduction.  There  is  an  interesting  Appendix  on  the  MSS.  of  the  “Christian 
Year,”  and  another  giving  the  order  in  which  the  poems  were  written.  A  “  Short 
Analysis  of  the  Thought”  is  prefixed  to  each,  and  any  difficulty  in  the  text  is  ex¬ 
plained  in  a  note.’ — Guardian. 
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ileatiet#  oC  l&eltpm 

Edited  by  H.  C.  BEECHING,  M.  A.  With  Portraits ,  crown  Svo. 

A  series  of  short  biographies  of  the  most  prominent  leaders  of  religious 
life  and  thought  of  all  ages  and  countries. 

The  following  are  ready — 

CARDINAL  NEWMAN.  By  R.  H.  Hutton. 

JOHN  WESLEY.  By  J.  H.  Overton,  M.A. 

BISHOP  WILBERFORCE.  By  G.  W.  Daniel,  M.A. 
CARDINAL  MANNING.  By  A.  W.  Hutton,  M.A. 
CHARLES  SIMEON.  By  H.  C.  G.  Moule,  M.A. 

JOHN  KEBLE.  By  Walter  Lock,  D.D. 

THOMAS  CHALMERS.  By  Mrs.  Oliphant. 

LANCELOT  ANDREWES.  By  R.  L.  Ottley,  M.A. 
AUGUSTINE  OF  CANTERBURY.  By  E.  L.  Cutts,  D.D 
WILLIAM  LAUD.  By  W.  H.  Hutton,  B.D. 

JOHN  KNOX.  By  F.  M‘Cunn. 

JOHN  HOWE.  By  R.  F.  Horton,  D.D. 

BISHOP  KEN.  By  F.  A.  Clarke,  M.A. 

GEORGE  FOX,  THE  QUAKER.  By  T.  Hodgkin,  D.C.L. 
JOHN  DONNE.  By  Augustus  Jessopp,  D.D. 

Other  volumes  will  be  announced  in  due  course. 


Fiction 

SIX  SHILLING  NOVELS 

Marie  Corelli’s  Novels 

Crown  Svo.  6s.  each. 

A  ROMANCE  OF  TWO  WORLDS.  Seventeenth  Edition. 

VENDETTA.  Thirteenth  Edition. 

THELMA.  Seven  teetith  Edition . 

ARDATH.  Eleventh  Edition. 

THE  SOUL  OF  LILITH  Ninth  Editioti. 

WORMWOOD.  Eighth  Editio?i. 

BARABBAS  :  A  DREAM  OF  THE  WORLD’S  TRAGEDY. 
Thirty -first  Edition. 

1  The  tender  reverence  of  the  treatment  and  the  imaginative  beauty  of  the  writing 
have  reconciled  us  to  the  daring  of  the  conception,  and  the  conviction  is  forced  on 
us  that  even  so  exalted  a  subject  cannot  be  made  too  familiar  to  us,  provided  it  be 
presented  in  the  true  spirit  of  Christian  faith.  The  amplifications  of  the  Scripture 
narrative  are  often  conceived  with  high  poetic  insight,  and  this  “Dream  of  the 
World’s  Tragedy  ”  is,  despite  some  trifling  incongruities,  a  lofty  and  not  inade¬ 
quate  paraphrase  of  the  supreme  climax  of  the  inspired  narrative.’—  Dublin 
Review. 
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THE  SORROWS  OF  SATAN.  Thirty-sixth  Edition. 

‘  A  very  powerful  piece  of  work.  .  .  .  The  conception  is  magnificent,  and  is  likely 
to  win  an  abiding  place  within  the  memory  of  man.  .  .  .  The  author  has  immense 
command  of  language,  and  a  limitless  audacity.  .  .  .  This  interesting  and  re¬ 
markable  romance  will  live  long  after  much  of  the  ephemeral  literature  of  the  day 
is  forgotten.  ...  A  literary  phenomenon  .  .  .  novel,  and  even  sublime.’ — W.  T. 
Stead  in  the  Review  of  Reviews. 

Anthony  Hope's  Novels 

Crown  8vo.  6j.  each. 

THE  GOD  IN  THE  CAR.  Seventh  Edition. 

1  A  very  remarkable  book,  deserving  of  critical  analysis  impossible  within  our  limit ; 
brilliant,  but  not  superficial  ;  well  considered,  but  not  elaborated  ;  constructed 
with  the  proverbial  art  that  conceals,  but  yet  allows  itself  to  be  enjoyed  by  readers 
to  whom  fine  literary  method  is  a  keen  pleasure.’—  The  World. 

A  CHANGE  OF  AIR.  Fourth  Edition. 

‘A  graceful,  vivacious  comedy,  true  to  human  nature.  The  characters  are  traced 
with  a  masterly  hand.’ — Times. 

A  MAN  OF  MARK.  Fourth  Edition. 

‘  Of  all  Mr.  Hope’s  books,  “  A  Man  of  Mark  ”  is  the  one  which  best  compares  with 
“  The  Prisoner  of  Zenda.”  ’ — National  Observer. 

THE  CHRONICLES  OF  COUNT  ANTONIO.  Third  Edition. 

‘It  is  a  perfectly  enchanting  story  of  love  and  chivalry,  and  pure  romance.  The 
Count  is  the  most  constant,  desperate,  and  modest  and  tender  of  lovers,  a  peerless 
gentleman,  an  intrepid  fighter,  a  faithful  friend,  and  a  magnanimous  foe.’ — 
Guardian. 

PHROSO.  Illustrated  by  H.  R.  Millar.  Third  Edition. 

‘  The  tale  is  thoroughly  fresh,  quick  with  vitality,  stirring  the  blood,  and  humorously, 
dashingly  told.’ — St.  James's  Gazette. 

‘ A  story  of  adventure,  every  page  of  which  is  palpitating  with  action.’ — Speaker. 

*  From  cover  to  cover  “  Phroso  ”  not  only  engages  the  attention,  but  carries  the  reader 
in  little  whirls  of  delight  from  adventure  to  adventure.’ — Academy. 

S.  Baring  Gould’s  Novels 

Crown  8vo.  6s.  each. 

‘To  say  that  a  book  is  by  the  author  of  “  Mehalah”  is  to  imply  that  it  contains  a 
story  cast  on  strong  lines,  containing  dramatic  possibilities,  vivid  and  sympathetic 
descriptions  of  Nature,  and  a  wealth  of  ingenious  imagery.’ — Speaker. 

‘  That  whatever  Mr.  Baring  Gould  writes  is  well  worth  reading,  is  a  conclusion  that 
may  be  very  generally  accepted.  His  views  of  life  are  fresh  and  vigorous,  his 
language  pointed  and  characteristic,  the  incidents  of  which  he  makes  use  are 
striking  and  original,  his  characters  are  life-like,  and  though  somewhat  excep¬ 
tional  people,  are  drawn  and  coloured  with  artistic  force.  Add  to  this  that  his 
descriptions  of  scenes  and  scenery  are  painted  with  the  loving  eyes  and  skilled 
hands  of  a  master  of  his  art,  that  he  is  always  fresh  and  never  dull,  and  under 
such  conditions  it  is  no  wonder  that  readers  have  gained  confidence  both  in  his 
power  of  amusing  and  satisfying  them,  and  that  year  by  year  his  popularity 
widens.’ — Court  Circular. 

ARM  I  NELL  :  A  Social  Romance.  Fourth  Edition. 

URITH  :  A  Story  of  Dartmoor.  Fifth  Edition. 

‘  The  author  is  at  his  best.’ — Times. 
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IN  THE  ROAR  OF  THE  SEA  Sixth  Edition. 

‘One  of  the  best  imagined  and  most  enthralling  stories  the  author  has  produced.’ 
— Saturday  Review. 

MRS.  CURGENVEN  OF  CURGENVEN.  Fourth  Edition. 

*  The  swing  of  the  narrative  is  splendid.’ — Sussex  Daily  News. 

CHEAP  JACK  ZITA.  Fourth  Edition. 

‘  A  powerful  drama  of -human  passion.’ — Westminster  Gazette. 

‘A  story  worthy  the  author.’ — National  Observer. 

THE  QUEEN  OF  LOVE.  Fourth  Edition. 

*  Can  be  heartily  recommended  to  all  who  care  for  cleanly,  energetic,  and  interesting 

fiction.’ — Sussex  Daily  News. 

KITTY  ALONE.  Fourth  Edition. 

‘  A  strong  and  original  story,  teeming  with  graphic  description,  stirring  incident, 
and,  above  all,  with  vivid  and  enthralling  human  interest.’ — Daily  Telegraph. 

NOEMI  :  A  Romance  of  the  Cave-Dwellers.  Illustrated  by 
R.  Caton  Woodville.  Third  Edition. 

‘  A  powerful  story,  full  of  strong  lights  and  shadows.’ — Standard. 

THE  BROOM -SQUIRE.  Illustrated  by  Frank  Dadd. 
Fourth  Edition. 

‘  A  strain  of  tenderness  is  woven  through  the  web  of  his  tragic  tale,  and  its  atmosphere 
is  sweetened  by  the  nobility  and  sweetness  of  the  heroine’s  character.’ — Daily  News. 

THE  PENNYCOMEQUICKS.  Third  Edition. 

DARTMOOR  IDYLLS. 

‘A  book  to  read,  and  keep  and  read  again  ;  for  the  genuine  fun  and  pathos  of  it  will 
not  early  lose  their  effect.’ — Vanity  Fair. 

GUAVAS  THE  TINNER.  Illustrated  by  Frank  Dadd. 
Second  Edition. 

‘  There  is  a  kind  of  flavour  about  this  book  which  alone  elevates  it  above  the  ordinary 
novel.  The  story  itself  has  a  grandeur  in  harmony  with  the  wild  and  rugged 
scenery  which  is  its  setting.’ — Athenepurn. 

BLADYS.  Second  Edition. 

‘  A  story  of  thrilling  interest.’ — Scotsman. 

‘  A  sombre  but  powerful  story.’ — Daily  Mail. 

Gilbert  Parker's  Novels 

Crown  8vo.  6s.  each. 

PIERRE  AND  HIS  PEOPLE.  Fourth  Edition. 

‘  Stories  happily  conceived  and  finely  executed.  There  is  strength  and  genius  in  Mr. 
Parker’s  style.’ — Daily  Telegraph. 

MRS.  FALCHION.  Fourth  Edition. 

‘  A  splendid  study  of  character.’ — Atheneeum. 

‘  But  little  behind  anything  that  has  been  done  by  any  writer  of  our  time.’ — Pall 
Mall  Gazette.  *  A  very  striking  and  admirable  novel.’ — St.  James'  s  Gazette. 

THE  TRANSLATION  OF  A  SAVAGE. 

‘The  plot  is  original  and  one  difficult  to  work  out ;  but  Mr.  Parker  has  done  it  with 
great  skill  and  delicacy.  The  reader  who  is  not  interested  in  this  original,  fresh, 
and  well-told  tale  must  be  a  dull  person  indeed.’ — Daily  Chronicle. 
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THE  TRAIL  OF  THE  SWORD.  Fifth  Edition. 

‘  A  rousing  and  dramatic  tale.  A  book  like  this,  in  which  swords  flash,  great  sur¬ 
prises  are  undertaken,  and  daring  deeds  done,  in  which  men  and  women  live  and 
love  in  the  old  passionate  way,  is  a  joy  inexpressible  — Daily  Chronicle. 

WHEN  VALMOND  CAME  TO  PONTIAC:  The  Story  of 
a  Lost  Napoleon.  Fourth,  Edition. 

‘  Here  we  find  romance — real,  breathing,  living  romance.  The  character  of  Valmond 
is  drawn  unerringly.  The  book  must  be  read,  we  may  say  re-read,  for  any  one 
thoroughly  to  appreciate  Mr.  Parker’s  delicate  touch  and  innate  sympathy  with 
humanity.’ — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

AN  ADVENTURER  OF  THE  NORTH:  The  Last  Adven¬ 
tures  of  ‘  Pretty  Pierre.’  Second  Edition. 

‘The  present  book  is  full  of  fine  and  moving  stories  of  the  great  North,  and  it  will 
add  to  Mr.  Parker’s  already  high  reputation.’ — Glasgow  Herald. 

THE  SEATS  OF  THE  MIGHTY.  Illustrated.  Ninth  Edition. 

‘The  best  thing  he  has  done  ;  one  of  the  best  things  that  any  one  has  done  lately.’ — 
St.  J dines' s  Gazette. 

‘  Mr.  Parker  seems  to  become  stronger  and  easier  with  every  serious  novel  that  he 
attempts.  He  shows  the  matured  power  which  his  former  novels  have  led  us  to 
expect,  and  has  produced  a  really  fine  historical  novel.  The  finest  novel  he  has 
yet  written.’ — Athencetnn. 

‘  A  great  book.’ — Black  and  White. 

‘  One  of  the  strongest  stories  of  historical  interest  and  adventure  that  we  have  read 
for  many  a  day.  ...  A  notable  and  successful  book.’ — Speaker. 

THEPOMPOFTHE  LAVILETTES.  Second  Edition.  3s.  6d. 

‘  Living,  breathing  romance,  genuine  and  unforced  pathos,  and  a  deeper  and  more 
subtle  knowledge  of  human  nature  than  Mr.  Parker  has  ever  displayed  before. 
It  is,  in  a  word,  the  work  of  a  true  artist.’ — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 


Conan  Doyle.  ROUND  THE  RED  LAMP.  By  A.  Conan 
Doyle,  Author  of  ‘The  White  Company,’  ‘The  Adventures  of 
Sherlock  Plolmes,’  etc.  Fifth  Edition.  Crown  Svo.  6s. 

‘  The  book  is,  indeed,  composed  of  leaves  from  life,  and  is  far  and  away  the  best  view 
that  has  been  vouchsafed  us  behind  the  scenes  of  the  consulting-room.  It  is  very 
superior  to  “  The  Diary  of  a  late  Physician.”  ’ — I llustrated  London  News. 

Stanley  Weyman.  UNDER  THE  RED  ROBE.  By  Stanley 
Weyman,  Author  of  ‘  A  Gentleman  of  France.’  With  Twelve  Illus¬ 
trations  by  R.  Caton  Woodville.  Twelfth  Edition.  Crown  Svo.  6s. 

‘A  book  of  which  we  have  read  every  word  for  the  sheer  pleasure  of  reading,  and 
which  we  put  down  with  a  pang  that  we  cannot  forget  it  all  and  start  again.’ — 
Westminster  Gazette. 

‘Every  one  who  reads  books  at  all  must  read  this  thrilling  romance,  from  the  first 
page  of  which  to  the  last  the  breathless  reader  is  haled  along.  An  inspiration  of 
manliness  and  courage.’ — Daily  Chronicle. 

Lucas  Malet.  THE  WAGES  OF  SIN.  By  Lucas 

Malet.  Thirteenth  Edition.  Crown  Svo.  6s. 

Lucas  Malet.  THE  CARISSIMA,  By  Lucas  Malet, 

Author  of  ‘  The  Wages  of  Sin,’  etc.  Third  Edition.  Crown  Svo.  6s. 
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S.  R.  Crockett.  LOCH  INVAR.  By  S.  R.  Crockett,  Author 
of  ‘  The  Raiders,’ etc.  Illustrated.  Second  Edition.  Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

‘Full  of  gallantry  and  pathos,  of  the  clash  of  arms,  and  brightened  by  episodes  of 
humour  and  love.  .  .  .  Mr.  Crockett  has  never  written  a  stronger  or  better  book. 
An  engrossing  and  fascinating  story.  The  love  story  alone  is  enough  to  make 
the  book  delightful.’ — Westminster  Gazette. 

Arthur  Morrison.  TALES  OF  MEAN  STREETS.  By  Arthur 
Morrison.  Fourth  Edition.  Crorvn  8 vo.  6s. 

‘  Told  with  consummate  art  and  extraordinary  detail.  In  the  true  humanity  of  the 
book  lies  its  justification,  the  permanence  of  its  interest,  and  its  indubitable 
triumph.’ — A  thenceum. 

1 A  great  book.  The  author’s  method  is  amazingly  effective,  and  produces  a  thrilling 
sense  of  reality.  The  writer  lays  upon  us  a  master  hand.  The  book  is  simply 
appalling  and  irresistible  in  its  interest.  It  is  humorous  also  ;  without  humour 
it  would  not  make  the  mark  it  is  certain  to  make.’  —  World. 

Arthur  Morrison.  A  CHILD  OF  THE  JAGO.  By  Arthur 
Morrison.  Third  Edition.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

‘  The  book  is  a  masterpiece.’ — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

‘  Told  with  great  vigour  and  powerful  simplicity.’ — A  thenceum. 

Mrs.  Clifford.  A  FLASH  OF  SUMMER.  By  Mrs.  W.  K.  Clif¬ 
ford,  Author  of  ‘  Aunt  Anne,’  etc.  Second  Edition.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

‘  The  story  is  a  very  sad  and  a  very  beautiful  one,  exquisitely  told,  and  enriched  with 
many  subtle  touches  of  wise  and  tender  insight.’ — Speaker. 

Emily  Lawless.  HURRISH.  By  the  Honble.  Emily  Law¬ 
less,  Author  of  ‘  Maelcho,’  etc.  Fifth  Edition.  Crown  8 vo.  6r. 

A  reissue  of  Miss  Lawless’  most  popular  novel,  uniform  with  ‘  Maelcho.’ 

Emily  Lawless.  MAELCHO  :  a  Sixteenth  Century  Romance. 
By  the  Honble.  Emily  Lawless.  Second  Edition.  Crown  Svo.  6s. 

‘  A  really  great  book.’ — Spectator. 

‘There  is  no  keener  pleasure  in  life  than  the  recognition  of  genius.  A  piece  of  work 
of  the  first  order,  which  we  do  not  hesitate  to  describe  as  one  of  the  most 
remarkable  literary  achievements  of  this  generation.’ — Manchester  Guardian. 

Jane  Barlow.  A  CREEL  OF  IRISH  STORIES.  By  Jane 
Barlow,  Author  of  ‘  Irish  Idylls.’  Second  Edition.  Crown  Sro.  6s. 

‘Vivid  and  singularly  real.’ — Scotsman. 

‘  Genuinely  and  naturally  Irish.’ — Scotsman. 

‘The  sincerity  of  her  sentiments,  the  distinction  of  her  style,  and  the  freshness  of  her 
themes,  combine  to  lift  her  work  far  above  the  average  level  of  contemporary 
fiction. ’ — Manchester  Guardian. 

J.  H.  Findlater.  THE  GREEN  GRAVES  OF  BALGOWRIE. 
By  Jane  II.  Findlater.  Fourth  Edition.  Crown  Svo.  6s. 

‘A  powerful  and  vivid  story.’ — Standard. 

‘  A  beautiful  story,  sad  and  strange  as  truth  itself.’ — Vanity  Fair. 

‘  A  work  of  remarkable  interest  and  originality’.’— National  Observer. 

‘  A  very  charming  and  pathetic  tale.’ — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

‘  A  singularly  original,  clever,  and  beautiful  story’.’ — Guardian. 

‘  Reveals  to  us  a  new  writer  of  undoubted  faculty  and  reserve  force.’ — Spectator. 

‘  An  exquisite  idyll,  delicate,  affecting,  and  beautiful.’ — Black  and  White. 
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J.  H.  Findlater.  A  DAUGHTER  OF  STRIFE.  By  Jane 
Helen  Findlater,  Author  of  ‘The  Green  Graves  of  Balgowrie.’ 
Crown  Svo.  6s. 

‘A  story  of  strong  human  interest.’ — Scotsman. 

‘  It  has  a  sweet  flavour  of  olden  days  delicately  conveyed.’ — Manchester  Guardian. 

‘  Her  thought  has  solidity  and  maturity.’ — Daily  Mail. 

Mary  Findlater.  OVER  THE  HILLS.  By  Mary  Findlater. 

Crown  Svo.  6s. 

‘  A  strong  and  fascinating  piece  of  work.’ — Scotsman. 

‘  A  charming  romance,  and  full  of  incident.  The  book  is  fresh  and  strong.’ — Speaker. 
‘There  is  quiet  force  and  beautiful  simplicity  in  this  book  which  will  make  the 
author’s  name  loved  in  many  a  household.’ — Literary  World. 

‘Admirably  fresh  and  broad  in  treatment.  The  novel  is  markedly  original  and 
excellently  written.’ — Daily  Chronicle. 

‘A  strong  and  wise  book  of  deep  insight  and  unflinching  truth.’ — Birmingham  Post. 
‘Miss  Mary  Findlater  combines  originality  with  strength.’ — Daily  Mail. 

H.  G.  Wells.  THE  STOLEN  BACILLUS,  and  other  Stories. 
By  H.  G.  Wells.  Second  Edition.  Crown  Svo.  6s. 

‘  The  ordinary  reader  of  fiction  may  be  glad  to  know  that  these  stories  are  eminently 
readable  from  one  cover  to  the  other,  but  they  are  more  than  that  ;  they  are  the 
impressions  of  a  very  striking  imagination,  which,  it  would  seem,  has  a  great  deal 
within  its  reach.’ — Saturday  Review. 

H.  G.  Wells.  THE  PLATTNER  STORY  and  Others.  By  H. 
G.  Wells.  Second  Edition.  Crown  Svo.  6s. 

‘  Weird  and  mysterious,  they  seem  to  hold  the  reader  as  by  a  magic  spell.’ — Scotsman. 
‘No  volume  has  appeared  for  a  long  time  so  likely  to  give  equal  pleasure  to  the 
simplest  reader  and  to  the  most  fastidious  critic.’ — Academy. 

E.  F.  Benson.  DODO  :  A  DETAIL  OF  THE  DAY.  By  E.  F. 

Benson.  Sixteenth  Edition.  Crown  Svo.  6s. 

‘  A  delightfully  witty  sketch  of  society.’ — Spectator. 

1  A  perpetual  feast  of  epigram  and  paradox.’ — Speaker. 

E.  F.  Benson.  THE  RUBICON.  By  E.  F.  Benson,  Author  of 
‘  Dodo.’  Fifth  Edition.  Crown  Svo.  6s. 

Mrs.  Oliphant.  SIR  ROBERT’S  FORTUNE.  By  Mrs. 
Oliphant.  Crown  Svo.  6s. 

‘  Full  of  her  own  peculiar  charm  of  style  and  simple,  subtle  character-painting  comes 
her  new  gift,  the  delightful  story.  ’ — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

Mrs.  Oliphant.  THE  TWO  MARYS.  By  Mrs.  Oliphant. 

Second  Edition.  Crown  Svo.  6s. 

Mrs.  Oliphant.  THE  LADY’S  WALK.  By  Mrs.  Oliphant. 

Second  Edition.  Crown  Sz>o.  6s. 

‘A  story  of  exquisite  tenderness,  of  most  delicate  fancy.’ — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

1  It  contains  many  of  the  finer  characteristics  of  her  best  work.’ — Scotsman. 

'  It  is  little  short  of  sacrilege  on  the  part  of  a  reviewer  to  attempt  to  sketch  its  out¬ 
lines  or  analyse  its  peculiar  charm.’ — Spectator. 
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W.  E.  Norris.  MATTHEW  AUSTIN.  By  W.  E.  Norris,  Author 
of  ‘  Mademoiselle  de  Mersac,’  etc.  Fourth  Edition.  Crown  8vo.  6s. 
“An  intellectually  satisfactory  and  morally  bracing  novel.’ — Daily  Telegraph. 


W.  E.  Norris.  HIS  GRACE.  Bv  W.  E  Norris.  Third 
Edition.  Crown  8vo.  6s. 

‘  Mr.  Norris  has  drawn  a  really  fine  character  in  the  Duke  of  Hurstbourne,  at  once 
unconventional  and  very  true  to  the  conventionalities  of  life.’ — Athenerum. 

W.  E.  Norris.  THE  DESPOTIC  LADY  AND  OTHERS. 
By  W.  E.  Norris.  Crown  8vo.  6s. 

‘  A  budget  of  good  fiction  of  which  no  one  will  tire.’ — Scotsman. 


W.  E.  Norris.  CLARISSA  FURIOSA.  By  W.  E.  Norris. 

Crown  8vo.  6s. 

‘  As  a  story  it  is  admirable,  as  a  jcu  d'esprit  it  is  capital,  as  a  lay  sermon  studded 
with  gems  of  wit  and  wisdom  it  is  a  model.’ — The  World. 

W.  Clark  Russell.  MY  DANISH  SWEETHEART.  By  W. 
Clark  Russell,  Author  of  ‘The  Wreck  of  the  Grosvenor,’  etc. 
Illustrated.  Fourth  Edition.  Crown  8vo.  6s. 

Robert  Barr.  THE  MUTABLE  MANY.  By  Robert  Barr, 
Author  of  ‘  In  the  Midst  of  Alarms,’  ‘  A  Woman  Intervenes,’  etc. 
Second  Edition.  Crown  8vo.  6s. 

‘  Very  much  the  best  novel  that  Mr.  Barr  has  yet  given  us.  There  is  much  insight 
in  it,  much  acute  and  delicate  appreciation  of  the  finer  shades  of  character  and 
much  excellent  humour.' — Daily  Chronicle. 

*  An  excellent  story.  It  contains  several  excellently  studied  characters,  and  is  filled 
with  lifelike  pictures  of  modern  life.’—  Glasgow  Herald. 


Robert  Barr.  IN  THE  MIDST  OF  ALARMS.  By  Robert 
Barr.  Third  Edition.  Crown  8vo.  6s. 

‘  A  book  which  has  abundantly  satisfied  us  by  its  capital  humour.  — Daily  Chronicle. 

1  Mr.  Barr  has  achieved  a  triumph  whereof  he  has  every  reason  to  be  proud.’ — Pall 
Mall  Gazette. 

J.  Maclaren  Cobban.  THE  KING  OF  ANDAMAN  :  A 
Saviour  of  Society.  By  J.  Maclaren  Cobban.  Crown  8vo.  6j. 

‘  An  unquestionably  interesting  book.  It  contains  one  character,  at  least,  who  has 
in  him  the  root  of  immortality,  and  the  book  itself  is  ever  exhaling  the  sweet 
savour  of  the  unexpected.’ — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 


J.  Maclaren  Cobban.  WILT  THOU  HAVE  THIS  WOMAN  ? 
By  J.  M.  Cobban,  Author  of  ‘  The  King  of  Andaman.’  Crown  8vo.  6s. 
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Robert  Hichens.  BYE  WAYS.  By  Robert  Hichens.  Author 
of  ‘  Flames,5  etc.  Crown  8vo.  6s. 

‘  A  very  high  artistic  instinct  and  striking  command  of  language  raise  Mr.  Hichens’ 
work  far  above  the  ruck.’ — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

‘  The  work  is  undeniably  that  of  a  man  of  striking  imagination  and  no  less  striking 
powers  of  expression.’ — Daily  News. 

Percy  White.  A  PASSIONATE  PILGRIM.  By  Percy  White, 
Author  of  ‘  Mr.  Bailey-Martin.’  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

‘  A  work  which  it  is  not  hyperbole  to  describe  as  of  rare  excellence.’ — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 
‘  The  clever  book  of  a  shrewd  and  clever  author.’ — Athcuccum. 

‘  Mr.  Percy  White’s  strong  point  is  analysis,  and  he  has  shown  himself,  before  now, 
capable  of  building  up  a  good  book  upon  that  foundation.’ — Standard. 

W.  Pett  Ridge.  SECRETARY  TO  BAYNE,  M.P.  By 

W.  Pett  Ridge.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

‘  Sparkling,  vivacious,  adventurous. — St.  James's  Gazette. 

‘  Ingenious,  amusing,  and  especially  smart.’ — IVorld. 

‘  The  dialogue  is  invariably  alert  and  highly  diverting.’ — Spectator. 

J.  S.  Fletcher.  THE  BUILDERS.  By  J.  S.  Fletcher,  Author 
of  ‘  When  Charles  I.  was  King.’  Second  Edilion.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

‘  Replete  with  delightful  descriptions.’ — Vanity  P'air. 

‘  The  background  of  country  life  has  never,  perhaps,  been  sketched  more  realistically.’ 
—  World. 

Andrew  Balfour.  BY  STROKE  OF  SWORD.  By  Andrew 
Balfour.  Illustrated  by  W.  Cubitt  Cooke.  Fourth  Edition.  Crown 
8vo.  6s. 

‘  A  banquet  of  good  things.’ — Academy. 

‘  A  recital  of  thrilling  interest,  told  with  unflagging  vigour.’ — Globe 
‘  An  unusually  excellent  example  of  a  semi-historic  romance.’ — World. 

‘  Manly,  healthy,  and  patriotic.’ — Glasgow  Herald. 

I.  Hooper.  THE  SINGER  OF  MARLY.  By  I.  PIooper. 

Illustrated  by  W.  Cubitt  Cooke.  Crown  8vo.  6s. 

1  Its  scenes  are  drawn  in  vivid  colours,  and  the  characters  are  all  picturesque.’ — 
Scotsman. 

‘  A  novel  as  vigorous  as  it  is  charming.’ — Literary  World. 

M.  C.  Balfour.  THE  FALL  OF  THE  SPARROW.  By 

M.  C.  Balfour.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

‘  A  powerful  novel.’ — Daily  Telegraph. 

‘  It  is  unusually  powerful,  and  the  characterization  is  uncommonly  goed.’ — World. 

‘  It  is  a  well-knit,  carefully-wrought  story.’ — Academy. 

II.  Morrah.  A  SERIOUS  COMEDY.  By  Herbert  Morrail 

Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

H.  Morrah.  THE  FAITHFUL  CITY.  By  Herbert  Morrah, 

Author  of  ‘  A  Serious  Comedy.  ’  Crown  8vo.  6s. 

L.  B.  Walford.  SUCCESSORS  TO  THE  TITLE.  By  Mrs. 
Walford,  Author  of  ‘  Mr.  Smith, 5  etc.  Second  Edilion.  Crown8vo.  6s. 
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Mary  Gaunt.  KIRKHAM’S  FIND.  By  Mary  Gaunt, 
Author  of  ‘  The  Moving  Finger.’  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

‘  A  really  charming  novel.’ — Standard. 

‘  A  capital  book,  in  which  will  be  found  lively  humour,  penetrating  insight,  and  the 
sweet  savour  of  a  thoroughly  healthy  moral.’ — Speaker. 

M.  M.  Dowie.  GALLIA.  By  Menie  Muriel  Dowie,  Author 
of  ‘  A  Girl  in  the  Carpathians.’  Third  Edition.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

‘The  style  is  generally  admirable,  the  dialogue  not  seldom  brilliant,  the  situations 
surprising  in  their  freshness  and  originality,  while  the  characters  live  and  move, 
and  the  story  itself  is  readable  from  title-page  to  colophon.’ — Saturday  Review. 

J.  A.  Barry.  IN  THE  GREAT  DEEP.  By  J.  A.  Barry. 
Author  of  ‘Steve  Brown’s  Bunyip.’  Crown  8vo.  6s. 

*  A  collection  of  really  admirable  short  stories  of  the  sea,  very  simply  told,  and  placed 
before  the  reader  in  pithy  and  telling  English.’ — Westminster  Gazette. 

J.  B.  Burton.  IN  THE  DAY  OF  ADVERSITY.  By  J.  Bloun- 
delle-Burton.’  Second  Edition.  Crown  8vo.  6s. 

1  Unusually  interesting  and  full  of  highly  dramatic  situations.  — Guardian. 

J.  B.  Burton.  DENOUNCED.  By  J.  Bloundelle-Burton. 

Second  Edition.  Crown  8vo.  6s. 

‘  The  plot  is  an  original  one,  and  the  local  colouring  is  laid  on  with  a  delicacy 
and  an  accuracy  of  detail  which  denote  the  true  artist.’ — Broad  Arrow. 

J.  B.  Burton.  THE  CLASH  OF  ARMS.  By  J.  Bloundelle- 
Burton,  Author  of  ‘In  the  Day  of  Adversity.’  Second  Edition. 
Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

A  brave  story — brave  in  deed,  brave  in*  word,  brave  in  thought.’ — St.  James's  Gazette. 

‘A  fine,  manly,  spirited  piece  of  work.’ — World. 

W.  C.  Scully.  THE  WHITE  HECATOMB.  By  W.  C. 
Scully,  Author  of  ‘  Kafir  Stories.’  Crown  8vo.  6s. 

‘  It  reveals  a  marvellously  intimate  understanding  of  the  Kaffir  mind,  allied  with 
literary  gifts  of  no  mean  order.’ — African  Critic. 

Julian  Corbett.  A  BUSINESS  IN  GREAT  WATERS.  By 

Julian  Corbett.  Second  Edition.  Crown  8vo.  6s. 

‘Mr.  Corbett  writes  with  immense  spirit.  The  salt  of  the  ocean  is  in  it,  and  the 
right  heroic  ring  resounds  through  its  gallant  adventures.’ — SJeaker. 

L.  Cope  Cornford.  CAPTAIN  JACOBUS  :  A  ROMANCE  OF 
THE  ROAD.  By  L.  Cope  Cornford.  Illustrated.  Crown  8vo.  6s. 

‘  An  exceptionally  good  story  of  adventure  and  character.' — World. 

L.  Daintrey.  THE  KING  OF  ALBERIA.  A  Romance  of 

the  Balkans.  By  Laura  Daintrey.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

M.  A.  Owen,  THE  DAUGHTER  OF  ALOUETTE.  By 
Mary  A.  Owen.  Crown  8vo.  6s. 
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Mrs.  Pinsent.  CHILDREN  OF  THIS  WORLD.  By  Ellen 
F.  Pinsent,  Author  of  ‘Jenny’s  Case.’  Crown  8  vo.  6s. 

G.  Manville  Fenn.  AN  ELECTRIC  SPARK.  By  G.  Manville 

Fenn,  Author  of  ‘  The  Vicar’s  Wife,’  ‘A  Doubie  Knot,’  etc.  Second 
Edition .  Crown  Svo.  6s. 

L.  S.  McChesney.  UNDER  SHADOW  OF  THE  MISSION. 

By  L.  S.  McChesney.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

‘  Those  whose  minds  are  open  to  the  finer  issues  of  life,  who  can  appreciate  graceful 
thought  and  refined  expression  of  it,  from  them  this  volume  will  receive  a  welcome 
as  enthusiastic  as  it  will  be  based  on  critical  knowledge.’ — Church  Times. 

Z.  F.  Brewer.  THE  SPECULATORS.  By  J.  F.  Brewer. 

Second  Edition.  Crown  Svo.  6s. 

Ronald  Ross.  THE  SPIRIT  OF  STORM.  By  Ronald 
Ross,  Author  of  ‘The  Child  of  Ocean.  ’  Crown  Svo.  6s. 

C.  P.  Wolley.  THE  OUEENSBERRY  CUP.  A  Tale  of 
Adventure.  By  Clive  P.  Wolley.  Illustrated.  Crown  Svo.  6s. 

T.  L.  Paton.  A  HOME  IN  INVERESK.  By  T.  L.  Paton. 

Crown  Svo.  6s. 

John  Davidson.  MISS  ARMSTRONG’S  AND  OTHER  CIR¬ 
CUMSTANCES.  By  John  Davidson.  Croivn  Svo.  6s. 

H.  Johnston.  DR.  CONGALTON’S  LEGACY.  By  Henry 
Johnston.  Crown  Svo.  6s. 

R.  Pryce.  TIME  AND  THE  WOMAN.  By  Richard  Pryce. 

Second  Edition.  Crown  Svo.  6s. 

Mrs.  Watson.  THIS  MAN’S  DOMINION.  By  the  Author 
of  ‘  A  Pligh  Little  World.’  Second  Edition.  Crown  Svo.  6s. 

Marriott  Watson.  DIOGENES  OF  LONDON.  By 

H.  B.  Marriott  Watson.  Crown  Svo.  Buckram.  6s. 

M.  Gilchrist.  THE  STONE  DRAGON.  By  Murray  Gil¬ 
christ.  Crown  Svo.  Buckram.  6s. 

E.  Dickinson.  A  VICAR’S  WIFE.  By  Evelyn  Dickinson. 

Crown  Svo.  6s. 

E.  M.  Gray.  ELSA.  By  E.  M‘Queen  Gray.  Crown  Svo.  6s. 
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THREE-AND-SIXPENNY  NOVELS 

Crown  8 vo. 

DERRICK  VAUGHAN,  NOVELIST.  By  Edna  Lyall. 
MARGERY  OF  QUETHER.  By  S.  Baring  Gould. 
JACQUETTA.  By  S.  Baring  Gould. 

SUBJECT  TO  VANITY.  By  Margaret  Benson. 

THE  SIGN  OF  THE  SPIDER.  By  Bertram  Mitford. 
THE  MOVING  FINGER.  By  Mary  Gaunt. 

JACO  TRELOAR.  By  J.  H.  Pearce. 

THE  DANCE  OF  THE  HOURS.  By ‘Vera.’ 

A  WOMAN  OF  FORTY.  By  Esm£  Stuart. 

A  CUMBERER  OF  THE  GROUND.  By  Constance 
Smith. 

THE  SIN  OF  ANGELS.  By  Evelyn  Dickinson. 

AUT  DIABOLUS  AUT  NIHIL.  By  X.  L. 

THE  COMING  OF  CUCULAIN.  By  Standish  O’Grady. 
THE  GODS  GIVE  MY  DONKEY  WINGS.  By  Angus 
Evan  Abbott. 

THE  STAR  GAZERS.  By  G.  Manville  Fenn. 

THE  POISON  OF  ASPS.  By  R.  Orton  Prowse. 

THE  QUIET  MRS.  FLEMING.  By  R.  Pryce. 
DISENCHANTMENT.  By  F.  Mabel  Robinson. 

THE  SQUIRE  OF  WAND  ALES.  By  A.  Shield. 

A  REVEREND  GENTLEMAN.  By  J.  M.  Cobban. 

A  DEPLORABLE  AFFAIR.  By  W.  E.  Norris. 

A  CAVALIER’S  LADYE.  By  Mrs.  Dicker. 

THE  PRODIGALS.  By  Mrs.  Oliphant. 

THE  SUPPLANTER.  By  P.  Neumann. 

A  MAN  WITH  BLACK  EYELASHES.  By  H.  A.  Kennedy. 
A  HANDFUL  OF  EXOTICS.  By  $.  Gordon. 

AN  ODD  EXPERIMENT.  By  Hannah  Lynch. 
SCOTTISH  BORDER  LIFE.  By  James  C.  Dibdin. 

HALF-CROWN  NOVELS 

A  Series  of  Novels  by  popular  Authors. 

HOVENDEN,  V.C.  By  F.  Mabel  Robinson. 

TPIE  PLAN  OF  CAMPAIGN.  By  F.  Mabel  Robinson. 

MR.  BUTLER’S  WARD.  By  F.  Mabel  Robinson. 

ELI’S  CHILDREN.  By  G.  Manville  Fenn. 

A  DOUBLE  KNOT.  By  G.  Manville  Fenn. 

DISARMED.  By  M.  Betham  Edwards. 

A  MARRIAGE  AT  SEA.  By  W.  Clark  Russell. 

IN  TENT  AND  BUNGALOW.  By  the  Author  of ‘Indian 
Idylls.’ 
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MY  STEWARDSHIP.  By  E.  M‘Queen  Gray. 
JACK’S  FATHER.  By  W.  E.  Norris. 

JIM  B. 

A  LOST  ILLUSION.  By  Leslie  Keith. 


Lynn  Linton.  THE  TRUE  HISTORY  OF  JOSHUA  DAVID¬ 
SON,  Christian  and  Communist.  By  E.  Lynn  Linton.  Eleventh 
Edition.  Post  8 vo.  u. 


Books  for  Boys  and  Girls 

A  Series  of  Books  by  well-known  Authors,  well  illustrated. 

THREE-AND-SIXPENCE  EACH 

THE  ICELANDER’S  SWORD.  By  S.  Baring  Gould. 

TWO  LITTLE  CHILDREN  AND  CHING.  By  Edith 

E.  CUTHELL. 

TODDLEBEN’S  HERO.  By  M.  M.  Blake. 

ONLY  A  GUARD-ROOM  DOG.  By  Edith  E.  Cuthell. 
THE  DOCTOR  OF  THE  JULIET.  By  Harry  Colling- 

WOOD. 

MASTER  ROCKAFELLAR’S  VOYAGE.  By  W.  Clark 
Russell. 

SYD  BELTON  :  Or,  The  Boy  who  would  not  go  to  Sea. 
By  G.  Manville  Fenn. 

THE  WALLYPUG  IN  LONDON.  By  G.  E.  Farrow. 


The  Peacock  Library 

A  Series  of  Books  for  Girls  by  well-known  Authors ,  hatidsomely  bound 
in  blue  and  silver,  and  well  illustrated . 

THREE-AND-SIXPENCE  EACH 

A  PINCH  OF  EXPERIENCE.  By  L.  B.  Walford. 

THE  RED  GRANGE.  By  Mrs.  Molesworth. 

THE  SECRET  OF  MADAME  DE  MONLUC.  By  the 
Author  of  ‘  Mdle  Mori.* 

DUMPS.  By  Mrs.  Parr,  Author  of  ‘Adam  and  Eve.’ 

OUT  OF  THE  FASHION.  By  L.  T.  Meade. 

A  GIRL  OF  THE  PEOPLE.  By  L.  T.  Meade. 

HEPSY  GIPSY.  By  L.  T.  Meade.  2t.  6 d. 

THE  HONOURABLE  MISS.  By  L.  T.  Meade. 

MY  LAND  OF  BEULAH.  By  Mrs.  Leith  Adams. 
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University  Extension  Series 

A  series  of  books  on  historical,  literary,  and  scientific  subjects,  suitable 
for  extension  students  and  home-reading  circles.  Each  volume  is  com¬ 
plete  in  itself,  and  the  subjects  are  treated  by  competent  writers  in  a 
broad  and  philosophic  spirit. 

Edited  by  J.  E.  SYMES,  M.A., 

Principal  of  University  College,  Nottingham. 

Crown  Svo.  Price  {with  some  exceptions')  2 s.  6d. 

The  following  volumes  are  ready : — 

THE  INDUSTRIAL  HISTORY  OF  ENGLAND.  By  H.  de  B.  Gibbins, 
D.  Litt. ,  M.  A.,  late  Scholar  of  Wadham  College,  Oxon.,  Cobden  Prizeman. 
Fifth  Edition ,  Revised.  With  Maps  and  Plans.  3J. 

‘A  compact  and  clear  story  of  our  industrial  development.  A  study  of  this  concise 
but  luminous  book  cannot  fail  to  give  the  reader  a  clear  insight  into  the  principal 
phenomena  of  our  industrial  history.  The  editor  and  publishers  are  to  be  congrat¬ 
ulated  on  this  first  volume  of  their  venture,  and  we  shall  look  with  expectant 
interest  for  the  succeeding  volumes  of  the  series.’ —  University  Extetision  Journal. 

A  HISTORY  OF  ENGLISH  POLITICAL  ECONOMY.  By  L.  L.  Price, 
M.A.,  Fellow  of  Oriel  College,  Oxon.  Second  Edition. 

PROBLEMS  OF  POVERTY  :  An  Inquiry  into  the  Industrial  Conditions  of 
the  Poor.  By  J.  A.  Hobson,  M.A.  Third  Edition. 

VICTORIAN  POETS.  By  A.  Sharp. 

THE  FRENCH  REVOLUTION.  By  J.  E.  Symes,  M.A. 

PSYCHOLOGY.  By  F.  S.  Granger,  M.A.  Second  Edition. 

THE  EVOLUTION  OF  PLANT  LIFE:  Lower  Forms.  By  G.  Massee. 
With  Illustrations. 

AIR  AND  WATER.  By  V.  B.  Lewes,  M.A.  Illustrated. 

THE  CHEMISTRY  OF  LIFE  AND  HEALTH.  By  C.  W.  Kimmins, 
M.A.  Illustrated. 

THE  MECHANICS  OF  DAILY  LIFE.  By  V.  P.  Sells,  M.A.  Illustrated. 

ENGLISH  SOCIAL  REFORMERS.  By  PI.  de  B.  Gibbins,  D.Litt.,  M.A. 

ENGLISH  TRADE  AND  FINANCE  IN  THE  SEVENTEENTH 
CENTURY.  By  W.  A.  S.  Hewins,  B.A. 

THE  CHEMISTRY  OF  FIRE.  The  Elementary  Principles  of  Chemistry. 
By  M.  M.  Pattison  Muir,  M.A.  Illustrated. 

A  TEXT-BOOK  OF  AGRICULTURAL  BOTANY.  By  M.  C.  POTTER, 
M.A.,  F.L.S.  Illustrated.  3.?.  6d. 

THE  VAULT  OF  HEAVEN.  A  Popular  Introduction  to  Astronomy. 
By  R.  A.  Gregory.  With  numerous  Illustrations. 

METEOROLOGY.  The  Elements  of  Weather  and  Climate.  By  H.  N. 
Dickson,  F.R.S.E. ,  F.R.  Met.  Soc.  Illustrated. 

A  MANUAL  OF  ELECTRICAL  SCIENCE.  By  George  J.  Burch, 
M.A.  With  numerous  Illustrations.  3J. 
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THE  EARTH.  An  Introduction  to  Physiography.  By  Evan  Small,  M.A. 
Illustrated. 

INSECT  LIFE.  By  F.  W.  Theobald,  M.A.  Illustrated. 

ENGLISH  POETRY  FROM  BLAKE  TO  BROWNING.  By  W.  M. 
Dixon,  M.A. 

ENGLISH  LOCAL  GOVERNMENT.  By  E.  Jenks,  M.A.,  Professor  of 
Law  at  University  College,  Liverpool. 

THE  GREEK  VIEW  OF  LIFE.  By  G.  L.  Dickinson,  Fellow  of  King’s 
College,  Cambridge.  Second  Edition. 

Social  Questions  of  To-day 

Edited  by  H.  de  B.  GIBBINS,  D.Litt.,  M.A. 

Crown  Zvo.  2 s.  6d. 

A  series  of  volumes  upon  those  topics  of  social,  economic,  and  industrial 

interest  that  are  at  the  present  moment  foremost  in  the  public  mind. 

Each  volume  of  the  series  is  written  by  an  author  who  is  an  acknow¬ 
ledged  authority  upon  the  subject  with  which  he  deals. 

The  following  Volumes  of  the  Series  are  ready  : — 

TRADE  UNIONISM— NEW  AND  OLD.  By  G.  Howell.  Second 
Edition. 

THE  CO-OPERATIVE  MOVEMENT  TO-DAY.  By  G.  J.  Holyoake, 
Second  Edition. 

MUTUAL  THRIFT.  By  Rev.  J.  Frome  Wilkinson,  M.A. 

PROBLEMS  OF  POVERTY.  By  J.  A.  Hobson,  M.A.  Third  Edition. 

THE  COMMERCE  OF  NATIONS.  By  C.  F.  Bastable,  M.A.,  Professor 
of  Economics  at  Trinity  College,  Dublin. 

THE  ALIEN  INVASION.  By  W.  H.  Wilkins,  B.A. 

THE  RURAL  EXODUS.  By  P.  Anderson  Graham. 

LAND  NATIONALIZATION.  By  Harold  Cox,  B.A. 

A  SHORTER  WORKING  DAY.  By  H.  de  B.  Gibbins,  D.Litt.,  M.A., 
and  R.  A.  Hadfield,  of  the  Iiecla  Works,  Sheffield. 

BACK  TO  THE  LAND:  An  Inquiry  into  the  Cure  for  Rural  Depopulation 
By  H.  E.  Moore. 

TRUSTS,  POOLS  AND  CORNERS.  By  J.  Stephen  Jeans. 

THE  FACTORY  SYSTEM.  By  R.  W.  Cooke-Taylor. 

THE  STATE  AND  ITS  CHILDREN.  By  Gertrude  Tuckwell. 
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WOMEN’S  WORK.  By  Lady  Dilke,  Miss  Bulley,  and  Miss  Whitley. 

MUNICIPALITIES  AT  WORK.  The  Municipal  Policy  of  Six  Great 
Towns,  and  its  Influence  on  their  Social  Welfare.  By  Frederick  Dolman. 

SOCIALISM  AND  MODERN  THOUGHT.  By  M.  Kaufmann. 

THE  HOUSING  OF  THE  WORKING  CLASSES.  By  E.  Bowmaker. 

MODERN  CIVILIZATION  IN  SOME  OF  ITS  ECONOMIC  ASPECTS. 
By  W.  Cunningham,  D.D.,  Fellow  of  Trinity  College,  Cambridge. 

THE  PROBLEM  OF  THE  UNEMPLOYED.  By  J.  A.  Hobson,  B.A., 

LIFE  IN  WEST  LONDON.  By  Arthur  Shervvell,  M.  A.  Second Edition. 

RAILWAY  NATIONALIZATION.  By  Clement  Edwards. 

Classical  Translations 

Editedby  H.  F.  FOX,  M.  A. ,  Fellow  and  Tutor  of  Brasenose College,  Oxford. 

ZESCHYLUS — Agamemnon,  Choephoroe,  Eumenides.  Translated  by  Lewis 
Campbell,  LL.  D.,  late  Professor  of  Greek  at  St.  Andrews,  5*. 

CICERO — De  Oratore  I.  Translated  by  E.  N.  P.  Moor,  M.A.  3 s.  6 d. 

CICERO  —  Select  Orations  (Pro  Milone,  Pro  Murena,  Philippic  11.,  In 
Catilinam).  Translated  by  H.  E.  D.  Blakiston,  M.A.,  Fellow  and 
Tutor  of  Trinity  College,  Oxford.  5*. 

CICERO — De  Natura  Deorum.  Translated  by  F.  Brooks,  M.A.,  late 
Scholar  of  Balliol  College,  Oxford.  3s.  6 d. 

LUCIAN — Six  Dialogues  (Nigrinus,  Icaro-Menippus,  The  Cock,  TheShip,  The 
Parasite,  The  Lover  of  Falsehood).  Translated  by  S.  T.  Irwin,  M.  A.,  Assis¬ 
tant  Master  at  Clifton  ;  late  Scholar  of  Exeter  College,  Oxford.  3 s.  6 d. 

SOPHOCLES — Electra  and  Ajax.  Translated  by  E.  D.  A.  Morshead, 
M.A. ,  Assistant  Master  at  Winchester.  2s.  6d. 

TACITUS — Agricola  and  Germania.  Translated  by  R.  B.  Townsiiend, 
late  Scholar  of  Trinity  College,  Cambridge.  2s.  6 d. 

Educational  Books 

CLASSICAL 

PLAUTI  BACCHIDES.  Edited  with  Introduction,  Commentary,  and 
Critical  Notes  by  J.  M'COSH,  M.A.  Fcap.  4/0.  12 s.  6d. 

‘The  notes  are  copious,  and  contain  a  great  deal  of  information  that  is  good  and 
useful.’ — Classical  Review. 

TACITI  AGRICOLI.  With  Introduction,  Notes,  Map,  etc.  By  R.  F. 
Davis,  M.A. ,  Assistant  Master  at  Weymouth  College.  Crown  8 vo.  2 s. 

TACITI  GERMANIA.  By  the  same  Editor.  Crown  8 vo.  2 s. 

HERODOTUS :  EASY  SELECTIONS.  With  Vocabulary.  By  A.  C. 
Liddell,  M.A.  Fcap.  8 vo.  ar.  6d. 
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SELECTIONS  FROM  THE  ODYSSEY.  By  E.  D.  Stone,  M.A.,  late 
Assistant  Master  at  Eton.  Fcap.  8vo.  is.  6d. 

PLAUTUS  :  THE  CAPTIVI.  Adapted  for  Lower  Forms  by  J.  H.  Fresse, 
M.A.,  late  Fellow  of  St.  John’s,  Cambridge,  is.  6 d. 

DEMOSTHENES  AGAINST  CONON  AND  CALLICLES.  Edited  with 
Notes  and  Vocabulary,  by  F.  Darwin  Swift,  M.A.,  formerly  Scholar 
of  Queen's  College,  Oxford.  Fcap.  8 vo.  i s. 

EXERCISES  ON  LATIN  ACCIDENCE.  By  S.  E.  WlNBOLT,  Assistant 
Master  at  Christ’s  Hospital.  Crown  8 vo.  is.  6 d. 

An  elementary  book  adapted  for  Lower  Forms  to  accompany  the  shorter  Latin  primer. 

‘  Skilfully  arranged.’ — Glasgow  Herald. 

‘  Accurate  and  well  arranged.’ — Athenceum. 

NOTES  ON  GREEK  AND  LATIN  SYNTAX.  By  G.  Buckland 
Green,  M.A. ,  Assistant  Master  at  Edinburgh  Academy,  late  Fellow  of 
St.  John’s  College,  Oxon.  Crown  8 vo.  is.  6 d. 

Notes  and  explanations  on  the  chief  difficulties  of  Greek  and  Latin  Syntax,  with 
numerous  passages  for  exercise. 

‘  Supplies  a  gap  in  educational  literature.’ — Glasgow  Herald. 


GERMAN 

A  COMPANION  GERMAN  GRAMMAR.  By  H.  de  B.  Gibbins,  D.Litt., 
M.A.,  Assistant  Master  at  Nottingham  High  School.  Crown  8 vo.  is.  6d. 

GERMAN  PASSAGES  FOR  UNSEEN  TRANSLATION.  By  E. 
M ‘Queen  Gray.  Crown  8 vo.  is.  6 d. 


SCIENCE 

THE  WORLD  OF  SCIENCE.  Including  Chemistry,  Heat,  Light,  Sound, 
Magnetism,  Electricity,  Botany,  Zoology,  Physiology,  Astronomy,  and 
Geology.  By  R.  Elliott  Steel,  M.A.,  F.C.S.  147  Illustrations. 
Second  Edition.  Crown  8 vo.  is.  6 d. 

ELEMENTARY  LIGHT.  By  R.  E.  Steel.  With  numerous  Illustrations. 
Crown  8 vo.  4 s.  6 d. 

ENGLISH 

ENGLISH  RECORDS.  A  Companion  to  the  History  of  England.  Bv 
H.  E.  Malden,  M.A.  Crown  8 vo.  35.  6 d. 

A  book  which  aims  at  concentrating  information  upon  dates,  genealogy,  officials,  con¬ 
stitutional  documents,  etc.,  which  is  usually  found  scattered  in  different  volumes. 

THE  ENGLISH  CITIZEN:  HIS  RIGHTS  AND  DUTIES.  By  H.  E. 
Malden,  M.A.  il  6 d. 

A  DIGEST  OF  DEDUCTIVE  LOGIC.  By  Johnson  Barker,  B.A. 
Crown  8 vo.  is.  6 d. 
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METHUEN'S  COMMERCIAL  SERIES 

Edited  by  H.  de  B.  GIBBINS,  D.Litt.,  M.A. 

BRITISH  COMMERCE  AND  COLONIES  FROM  ELIZABETH  TO 
VICTORIA.  By  H.  de  B.  Gibbins,  D.Litt.,  M.A.  2 s.  Second  Edition . 

COMMERCIAL  EXAMINATION  PAPERS.  By  H.  de  B.  Gibbins, 
D.Litt.,  M.A. ,  is.  6 d. 

THE  ECONOMICS  OF  COMMERCE.  By  H.  de  B.  Gibbins,  D.Litt., 
M.A.  is.  6d. 

FRENCH  COMMERCIAL  CORRESPONDENCE.  By  S.  E.  Bally, 
Modern  Language  Master  at  the  Manchester  Grammar  School.  2 s. 
Second  Edition. 

GERMAN  COMMERCIAL  CORRESPONDENCE.  By  S.  E.  Bally, 
2 s.  6 d. 

A  FRENCH  COMMERCIAL  READER.  By  S.  E.  Bally.  ss. 

COMMERCIAL  GEOGRAPHY,  with  special  reference  to  Trade  Routes, 
New  Markets,  and  Manufacturing  Districts.  By  L.  W.  Lyde,  M.A.,  of 
the  Academy,  Glasgow.  2 s.  Second  Edition. 

A  PRIMER  OF  BUSINESS.  By  S.  Jackson,  M.A.  is.  6d. 

COMMERCIAL  ARITHMETIC.  By  F.  G.  Taylor,  M.A.  is.  6d. 

PRECIS  WRITING  AND  OFFICE  CORRESPONDENCE.  By  E.  E. 
Whitfield,  M.A.  2 s. 

WORKS  BY  A.  M.  M.  ST  EDM  AN,  M.A. 

INITIA  LATINA:  Easy  Lessons  on  Elementary  Accidence.  Second  Edition. 
Fcap.  8 vo.  is. 

FIRST  LATIN  LESSONS.  Fourth  Edition.  Croum  8 vo.  2 s. 

FIRST  LATIN  READER.  With  Notes  adapted  to  the  Shorter  Latin 
Primer  and  Vocabulary.  Fourth  Edition  revised.  18 mo.  is.  6d. 

EASY  SELECTIONS  FROM  CAESAR.  Part  1.  The  Helvetian  War. 
18  mo.  is. 

EASY  SELECTIONS  FROM  LIVY.  Part  1.  The  Kings  of  Rome.  iQmo. 
is.  6 d. 

EASY  LATIN  PASSAGES  FOR  UNSEEN  TRANSLATION.  Fifth 
Edition.  Fcap.  8 vo.  is.  6 d. 

EXEMPLA  LATINA.  First  Lessons  in  Latin  Accidence.  With  Vocabulary. 
Crown  8 vo.  is. 

EASY  LATIN  EXERCISES  ON  THE  SYNTAX  OF  THE  SHORTER 
AND  REVISED  LATIN  PRIMER.  With  Vocabulary.  Seventh  and 
cheaper  Edition  re-written.  Crozvn  8 vo.  ij.  6 d.  Issued  with  the  consent 
of  Dr.  Kennedy. 

THE  LATIN  COMPOUND  SENTENCE  :  Rules  and  Exercises.  Crown 
8 vo.  is.  6d.  With  Vocabulary.  2 s. 

NOTANDA  QUAEDAM  :  Miscellaneous  Latin  Exercises  on  Common  Rules 
and  Idioms.  Third  Editiofi.  Fcap.  8 vo.  is.  6 d.  With  Vocabulary.  2 s. 

LATIN  VOCABULARIES  FOR  REPETITION:  Arranged  according  to 
Subjects.  Sixth  Edition.  Fcap.  8 vo.  is.  6 d. 
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A  VOCABULARY  OF  LATIN  IDIOMS  AND  PHRASES.  18 mo.  Second 
Edition .  is. 

STEPS  TO  GREEK.  i8t no.  is. 

EASY  GREEK  PASSAGES  FOR  UNSEEN  TRANSLATION.  Third 
Editio?i  revised.  Fcap.  8 vo.  is.  6d. 

GREEK  VOCABULARIES  FOR  REPETITION.  Arranged  according  to 
Subjects,  Second  Edition.  Fcap.  8vo.  is.  6 d. 

GREEK  TESTAMENT  SELECTIONS.  For  the  use  of  Schools.  Third 
Edition.  With  Introduction,  Notes,  and  Vocabulary.  Fcap.  8 vo.  2 s.  6d. 
STEPS  TO  FRENCH.  Second  Edition.  18 mo.  8 d. 

FIRST  FRENCH  LESSONS.  Second  Edition.  Crown  8  vo.  is. 

EASY  FRENCH  PASSAGES  FOR  UNSEEN  TRANSLATION.  Third 
Edition  revised.  Fcap.  8 vo.  is.  6d. 

EASY  FRENCH  EXERCISES  ON  ELEMENTARY  SYNTAX.  With 
Vocabulary.  Crown  8 vo.  2 s.  6 d. 

FRENCH  VOCABULARIES  FOR  REPETITION:  Arranged  according  to 
Subjects.  Fifth  Edition.  Fcap.  8 vo.  is. 

SCHOOL  EXAMINATION  SERIES 

Edited  by  A.  M.  M.  STEDMAN,  M.A.  Crown  8vo.  2 s.  6d. 

FRENCH  EXAMINATION  PAPERS  IN  MISCELLANEOUS  GRAM¬ 
MAR  AND  IDIOMS.  By  A.  M.  M.  Stedman,  M.A.  Ninth  Edition. 
A  Key,  issued  to  Tutors  and  Private  Students  only,  to  be  had  on 
application  to  the  Publishers.  Fourth  Edition.  Crown  8 vo.  6s.  net. 
LATIN  EXAMINATION  PAPERS  IN  MISCELLANEOUS  GRAM¬ 
MAR  AND  IDIOMS.  By  A.  M.  M.  Stedman,  M.A.  Eighth  Edition. 
Key  (  Third  Edition)  issued  as  above.  6s.  net. 

GREEK  EXAMINATION  PAPERS  IN  MISCELLANEOUS  GRAM¬ 
MAR  AND  IDIOMS.  By  A.  M.  M.  Stedman,  M.A.  Fifth  Edition. 
Key  ( Second  Edition)  issued  as  above.  6j.  net. 

GERMAN  EXAMINATION  PAPERS  IN  MISCELLANEOUS  GRAM¬ 
MAR  AND  IDIOMS.  ByR.  J.  Morich,  Manchester.  Fifth  Edition. 
Key  (Second  Edition )  issued  as  above.  6s.  vet. 

HISTORY  AND  GEOGRAPHY  EXAMINATION  PAPERS.  By  C.  H. 
Spence,  M.A.,  Clifton  College. 

SCIENCE  EXAMINATION  PAPERS.  By  R.  E.  Steel,  M.A.,  F.C.S., 
Chief  Natural  Science  Master,  Bradford  Grammar  School.  I?i  two  vols. 
Part  i.  Chemistry  ;  Part  II.  Physics. 

GENERAL  KNOWLEDGE  EXAMINATION  PAPERS.  By  A.  M.  M. 
Stedman,  M.A.  Third  Edition. 

Key  (Second  Edition)  issued  as  above.  7s.  net. 


Printed  by  T.  and  A.  Constable,  Printers  to  Hex  Majesty 
at  the  Edinburgh  University  Press 
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